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ACTI. SCENE, The court. 


Enter king Henry, lord obn of Lancaſter, earl of 1 f. 


moreland, and otbers. 
K. Hen. CO O' ſhaken as we are, ſa wan with care; 
Find we a time for frighted peace to pants. 
No more ſhall trenching war channel her fields, 
Nor bruiſe her flowrets with the armed hoofs 
Of hoſtile paces.. 
The edge of war, like an ill - ſhneathed knife, 
No more ſhall cut his maſter, —then let me hear 
Of you, my gentle couſin Weſtmoreland, 
What yeſternight our council did decree, 
Vn forwarding this dear expedience. | 

Wet. My liege, this haſte was hot in queſtions. 
And many limits of the charge ſet down 
But yeſternight, when, all athwart, there came 
A poſt from Wales, loaden with heavy news; 
Whoſe work was, that the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the mea of Herefordſhire to fight 
Againſt the irregular and wild Glendower, . 

Was by the rude hands of that Welſhman taken; 
And a thouſand of his people butchered: _ 

K. Henry, It ſeems then, that the tidings of this broil 
Brake off our buſineſs for the Holy Land. 

Me. This, march'd with others, did, my gracious lord; 
For more enzven and unwelcome news 7 
Came from the north, and thus it did imporr, 

On Holy-rood-day, the gallant Hotſpur there, 
Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 
That ever-valiant and approved Scot, - 

At Holmedon ſpent a ſad and bloody hour; 
As by diſcharge of their artillery, 
And ſhape of likelihood, the news was told; 
For he that brought it, in the very heat 

And pride of their contention, did take horſe, 

Uncertain of the iſſue any way. ; 
K. Henry. Here is a dear and true induftrious friend, 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horſe ; 
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4 THE FIRST PART OF 
And he hath brought us ſmooth and welcome news: 
The earl of Douglas is diſcomfited ; 
Ten thouſand bold Scots, two-and twenty knights, 
Balk'd in their own blood, did Sir Walter ſee. 
On Holmedon's plain. Of priſoners, Hotfpur took. 
Mordake the earl of Fife, and eldeft fon © 
To beaten Douglas, and the earis 
Athol, Murray, Angus, and Menteith. 
Aad is not this an honourable ſpoil ? 
A gallant prize ? ha, coufin, is it not? 
Met. It is a conqueſt for a prince to boaſt of. 
K. Henry. Yea, there thou mak'ſt me ſad, and mak'li 
In envy, that my lord Northumberland + 3 ſin 
Should be the father of ſo bleſt a ſon: 
Whilſt I, by looking on the praiſe of him, 
See riot and diſhonour ftain the brow 
Of my young Harry. O that it could be proy d, 
That ſome night tripping fairy had exchang'd, 
In cradle-cloaths, our children where the oy lay, = 7 
And call'd mine Percy, his Plantagenet ! A 
Then would T have his Harry, and he mine. 
But let him from my thoughts, — What think you, coulin,. / 
Of this young Percy's pride ? the priſoners, 
Which he in this adventure hath ſurpriz'd, 
To his own uſe he keeps ; and ſends me word;. 
I ſhall bave none but Mordake earl of Fife. 
Weſt. This is his uncles's teaching, this is Wenn. 
Malevolent to you in all aſpetts ; 
Which makes him prune himſelf, and briſtle up 
The creſt of youth againſt your digntcy. | 
K. Henry. But J have ſent for him to anſwer this ;; 
And, for this cauſe, a while we muſt neglect 
Our holy purpoſe to jeruſalem. 
Couſin, on Wedneſday next our council we 
Will hold at Windfor; ſo infrom the lords: | | 
But come yourſelf with ſpeed to us again; 
For more is to be ſaid, and to be done, 
Than out of anger can be uttered. 
SCENE, An apartment of the princes. 
Enter Henry Prince of Wales, and Sir Jobs Fal af. | 
Fal. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad? 
P. Henry Thou art ſo fat-witted with drinking old | 
ſack, 1 unbuttoning thee after ſupper, and fleeping- 
upon benches in the afternoon, that thou haſt forgotten 
to demand that truly, which thou would'k truly 8 
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What a devil baſt thou to do with the time of the day? 

Uuleſs hours were cups of ſack, and minutes capons, and 

clocks the tungues of bawds, and dials the figns of leap- 

ing-houſes—1 fee no reaſon why thou ſhould'ſt be ſo ſu- 
rfluous to demand the time of the day. 

Fal. Indeed you come near me now, Hal. For we, 
that take purſes, go by the moon and ſeven ſtars; and 
not by Phœbus, Le, that wandering knight ſo fair. And 
I pray thee, ſweet wag, when thou art king=——as God 
ſave thy grace, (majeſty, I ſhould ſay; for grace thou 
wilt have none) | BEE | 

P. Henry, What! none? 

Fal. No; not ſo much as will ſerve to be prologue to 
an egg and butter. 

P. H. Well, how then ?—-come—roundly—roundly—. 

Fal. Marry then, ſweet wag, when thou art king, let 
not us, that are ſquires of the night's body, be called 
*thieves of the day's beauty. Let us be Diana's foreſters, 
gentlemen of the ſhade, minions of the mcog: and let 
men ſay, we be men of good government! being govern- 
ed, as the ſea is, by our noble and chaſte miſtreſs the 
moon, under whoſe countenance we teal. 

P. Henry. Thou ſay'ſt well; and it holds well too; 
for the fortune of us, that are the m20n's-men, doth ebb 
and flow like the ſea ; being governed, as the ſea is, by 
the moon. As for proof, now ; a purſe of gold molt re- 
ſolutely ſnatch'd on Monday night, and moſt diſſ-lutely 
ſpent on Tueſday morning ; got with ſwearing, /ay by, 
and ſpent with crying, Ering in: now, in as low ebb as 
the foot of the ladder ; and, by and by, in as high a flow 
as the ridge of the gallows. 4 

Fal. By the hed, thou ſay'ſt true, lad, And is not 
mine hoſteſs of the tavern a g-oſt ſweet wench ? 

P. Henry. As the honey of Hybla, my old lad of the 
caltie; and is not a buff je.xin a moſt tweet robe of du- 
rance ? i 

Fal. How now, how now, mad wag ? what, in thy 
quips and thy quiddities ? what & plague have 1 to do 
with a buff jerkin ? ; 

P, Hin. Why, what a pox have I to do with my hoſe 
teſs of the tavern ? X 3 

Fal. Well, thou haſt called her to a reckcning many 
à time and oft. | 
P. Hen. Did I ever call thee to pay thy part ? 
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Fal. No; I'll give thee thy due, thou haſt paid all 
there. | NS 

P. Hen, Yea, and elſewhere, ſo far as my coin would 
firetch ; and where it would not, I have us'd my credit. 

Fal. Yea, and ſo us'd it, that were it not here apparent 
that thou art heir-apparent —But I pr'ythee, ſweet 
wag, ſhall there be a gallows ſtanding in England, when 
thou art king; and refolution, thus fobb'd as it is, with 
the ruſty curb of old father antic, the law? Do not thou, 
when thou art king, hang a thief. | | 


P. Hen. No thou ſhalr. 
Fal. Shall 1? O rare! By the Lord Pll be a brave 
judge, h 


P. Hen. Thou judgeft falſe already: I mean, thou 
ſhalt have the banging of the thieves, and ſo become a 
rare hangman. 
Fial. Well, Hal, well; and in ſome ſort it jumps with 
my humour, as well as waiting in the court, L can tell you, 
P. Hen. For obtaining of ſuits ? | 
Fal. Vea, for obtaining of ſuits ; whereof the hang- 
man hath no lean wardrobe. 'Sblood, I am as melan- 
choly as a gib-cat, or a lagg'd bear. 
P. Hen. Or an old lion, or a lover's lute, 
Fal. Yee, or the drone of a LinccInſhire bagpipe. 
P. Hen, What ſay'ſt thou to a bate, or the melancho- 
Iy of Moor-ditch ? £5 | | 
Fal. Thou haſt the moſt unſavory ſimilies; and art, 
indeed, the moſt comparative, raſcallieit, ſweet young 
prince—But, Hal, I prittee, trouble me no more with 
_ vanity. I would to God thou and I knew where a com- 
modity of good names were to be bought: an old lord of 
the council rated me the other day in the ſtreet about 
you, fir ; but I mark'd him not, and yet he talk'd very 
wiſely ; and in the ſtreet too. | | 
P. Hin. Thou didſt well; for wiſdom crics- out, and no 
man tr: gards it. | „ | 
Fal. O, thou hafi damnable iteration ! and art indeed 
able to corrupt a ſaint, Thou haſt done much harm un- 
to me, Hal; God forgive thee for it! Before I knew 
thee, Hal, I knew nothing; and now am I, if a man 
ſhould ſpeak truly, little bet er than one of the wicked, 
J muſt give over this life; and I will give it over; an ! 
do et am a villain, PIl be damn'd for never a king's 
fon in. Chriſtendom,  _ _ 
P. Hen. Where ſhall we take a purſe to-morrow, 2 5 
fg a 
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Fal. Where thou wilt, lad; I'll make one: an I do 
not, call me villain, and baffle me. | * 

P. Henry. I ſee a good amendment of life in thee; from 
praying, to purſe taking. 

Fal. Why, Hal, 'tis my vocation, Hal ; 'tis no fin for 
a man to labour in his vocations 

Enter Pains, 

P. Henry. Good morrow, Ned. 

| Poing. 8. morrow, ſweet Hal, what fays Monſieur 

Remorſe? What ſays Sir John Sack-and-Suyar? Jack! 
But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow mornings 
by four o'clock, early at Gadſhill : there are pilgrims 
going to Canterbury with rich offerings, and traders 
riding to London with fat purſes, 1 have vifors for you 
all; you have horſes for yourſelves ; Gadſhill hes ro- 
night at Rocheſter ; T have beſpoke ſupper to-morrow 
niglit in Eaſt-cheap : we may do it, as ſec re as ſleep: 
if you will go, I will tuff your purſes full of crowns 5 
if you will not, tarry at home and b: hang'd. 

Fal. Hear ye, Yedward, if | tarry at home and go not, 
I' hang you for going, 

Poins. You will, chops ? 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one ? | | 

P. Henry. Who, I rob? Ja thief? not J, by my faith. 

Fal. There is neither honeſty, manhood, nor good fel- 
lowſhip in thee, nor thou cam'ſl not of the blood royal, if 
thou dar'ſt not cry, fon, for ten ſhillin 2s, 

P. Henry. Well then, once in my days I'll be a mad- 

Fal. Why, that's well ſaid. . 6 [ cap» 

P, Henry. Well, come what will, I'll tarry at home. 
af Fal. By the lord, I'll be a traiter then, when thou art 

ing. 

P. Henry. I care not. | 
Poing. Sir John, I pr'ythee, leave the prince and me 
alone; I will lay him down ſuch reaſons for this adven- 
ture, that he ſhall go. | 

Fal. Well, may'ſt thou have the ſpirit of perſvaſion, 
and he the ears of profiting that what thou ſpeakeſt may 
move, and what he hears may be believed ; that the true 
prince may (for recteation-ſake) prove a falſe thief; for 
the poor abuſes of the time want countenance, Farewel, 
you ſhall find me in Eaſt- cheap. | 


P. Henry. Farewel, thou latter ſpring! Farewel, all. 


hallown ſummer ! _ * [ Exit Falftaf. 
Poins, Now, wy good ſweet honey lord, ride with vs 
f 3 | to- 
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By ſo much ſhall I falſify mens hopes; 
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8 THE FIRST PART OF 
to-morrow. I have a jeſt to execute, that I cannot ma- 
nage alone. Falſtaff, Bardolph, Peto, and Gadſhill, ſhall 
rob thoſe that we have already waylaid; yourſelf and 
I will not be there: and when they have the booty, if 
you and I do not rob them, cut this head from ofi my 
ſhoulders. 

P. Henry. But how ſhall we part with them in ſetting 
forth ? 


Poias. Why, we will ſet forth before or after them, and 


appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our 
pleaſure to fail; and then will they adventure upon the 
exploit themſelves ; which they ſhall have no ſooner at- 
chieved, but we'll ſet upon them. h 

P. Henry. Ay, but, tis like they will know us by our 
horſes, by our habits, and by every other appo'ntment, 
to be ourſelves, | | 

Poins. Tut! our horſes they ſhall not ſee ; I'll tie them 


in the wood; our viſors we will change after we leave 


them; ard, ſirrah, I have caſes of buckram for the nonce, 
to immaſk our noted outward garments. 

H. Henry. But, 1 doubt, they will be too hard for vs. 

Poins. Well, for two of them, I know them to be as 
true-bred cowards as ever turn'd back; and for the third, 
if he fights longer than he ſees reaſon, I'Il forſwear arms. 
The virtue of this jeſt will be, the incomprehenſible lies 
that this ſame fat rogue will tell us when we meet at ſup- 
per; how thirty, at leaſt, he fought with; what war s, 
what blows, what extrem ties he endured ; and, in the 
reproof of this, lies the jeſt. 

P. Henry. Well, ll go with thee ; provide us all things 
neceſſary, and meet me to-morrow night in Eaſt- cheap; 
there I'll ſup. Farewell. | - 

Poins. Farewell, my lord. Exit. Poins, 
P. Henry. I know you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyok'd humour of your idleneſs : 

Yet herein will I imitate the ſun ; 
Who doth. permit the baſe contagious clouds 


'To ſmother up his beauty from the world, 


That, when he pleaſe again to be himſelf, 
Being wanted, he may be more wonder'd at; 
So, when this looſe behaviour I throw off, 
And pay the debt I never promiſed, 

By how much better than my word I am, 
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And, like bright metal on a ſullen ground, 
My reformation, glittering o'er my fault, 
Shall ſhew more goodly, and attract more eyes, 
Than that which hath no foil to ſer it off, 

I'll ſo offend, to make offer.ce-a ſkill ; 


Redeeming time, when men think leaſt I wilt. (Extr, | 


SCENE An apariment in th: palace. 


Enter King He:ry, Northumberland, Worceſter, Hogpur, © 


Sir Walter Blunt and ol bers. 

K. Henry. My blood hath been too cold and temperate, 
Unapt to ſtir at theſe indignities ; | 
And you have found me ; for, accordingly 
You tread upon my patience : but, be ſure, 

I will from henceforth rather be myſelf, 

Mighty, and to be fear'd, than my condition ; 
Which hath been ſmooth as oil, ſoft as young down, 
And therefore loſt that title of reſpet, | N 
Which the proud foul ne'er pays, but to the proud. 

Wor. Our houſe, my ſovereign liege, little deſerves 
The ſcourge of greatneſs to be uſed on it; | 
And that ſame greatneſs too, which our own bands 
Have bolp'd to make ſo portly. | 

North, My Lord, — | % 

K Henry, Worceſter, get thee gone, for I do fee 
| Danger and diſobedience in thine eye: 

O fir, your preſence is too bold and peremptory ; 
And majeſty might never yet endure 

The moody frontier of a ſervant brow. 

You have good leave to leave us. When we need 


Your uſe and counſel, we ſhall fend for you.—[ Ex. Wore 


You were about to ſpeak. [To Northumberland, 

North, Yes, my good lord, | 
Thoſe priſoners in your highneſs* name demanded, 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 
Were as he ſays, not with ſuch ſtrength deny'd 
As was deliver'd to your majeſty. . 

Hot. My k liege, I did deny no priſoners : 
But I remember, when the fight was done, 
When I was dry with rage, and extreme toil, 
| Breathleſs and faint, leaning upon my ſword ; 
Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly drefs'd,, | 
Freſh as a bridegroom z and his chin, new reap'd, 
Shew'd like a ftubble-land at harveſt-home. 
He was perfumed like a milliner ; 
And *twixt his finger and his thumb, he held 
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| A & pouncet box, which ever and anon 

ll He gave.his no'e, and took't away again; 

i And, as the ſoldiers bare dead bodies by, 

0 He eall'd them untaught knaves, unmannetly, 
To bring a ſlovenly, unhandſome corſe | 


| Betwirt the wind and his nobility. e 
With many holiday and lady terms 
1 e queſtion'd me: amongit the reſt demanded 
My prifoners, in your majeſt'ys behalf. 
| 2 then, all ſmarting, with my wounds being cold, 
o be fo peſter'd with a popinjay, 
þ Out of my grief add my inpatience, 
| Anſwer'd, neglectingly, I know not what; 
| He ſhould, or ſhould not; for he made me mad, 
| ; Tuo ſee him ſhine ſo briſk, and ſmell.ſo ſweet, 
j And talk ſo like a waiting-gentlewoman, 
Of guns, and drums, and wounds (God ſave the maik!) 
And telling me the ſovereign'it thing on earth | 
Was ſpermaceti for an inward: bruiſe ;. 
And that it was great pity, ſo it was, 
This villainous' falt-petre-ſhould: be digg'd 
Out of the bowels of the harmleſs earth, 
Which many a good tall fellow had deſtroy'd 
So cowardly ; and, but ſor theſe vile guns, 
He would himſelf have been a ſoldier— 
T bis bald, unj inted chat of his, my lord, 
J anſwer'd indirectly, as I ſaid; | 
And, I beſeech you, l-t not this report 
Come current for an accuſation, 
Berwixt my love and your high majeſty. - | 
Blunt. The &rcumitance confider'd, good my lotd, 
Whatever Harry Percy then had ſaid 
To ſuch a perſon, and in ſuch a place, 
At ſuch a time, with all the eſt retold, 
May reaſonably die; and never riſe 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he ſaid, ſo he unſay it now. 
K. Henry. Why yet he doth deny his priſoners ; 
But with proviſo and exception, 3 
That we, at our own charge ſhall ranſom ſtraight 
His brother-in-law, the fooliſh Mortimer; 
Who on my ſoul, hath wilfully betray'd 
The lives of thoſe that he did lead to fight 
Againſt the great magician, damn'd Glendower; 
Whoſe daughter, as we hear, the earl of March 8 
3 | Hlath 
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Hach lately marry'd. Shall our coffers then 
Be empty'd, to redeem a traitor home? 
Shall we buy treaſon ? and indent with fears, 
When they have loſt and forfeited themſelves ? 
No; on the barren mountains let him ſtatve: 
For I ſhall never hold that man my friend, 
Whoſe tongue ſhall aſk me for one penny coſt 
To ranſom home revolted Mortimer. ' 
Hol. Revolted Mortimer! 
He never did fall off, my ſovereign liege, 
But by the chance of war; to prove that true, 
Needs no more but one tongue, for all theſe wounds, 
Thoſs mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When, on the gentle Severn's ſedgy bank, 
In fingle oppoſition, hand to hand, 
He did confound the beſt part of an hour 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower : 
Thiee times they breath'd and three times did they drink, 
Upon agreement of ſweet Severn's flood; 
Who then affrighted with their b oody looks, 
Rau fearfully among the trembling reeds, 
-Blood-ſtained with theſe valiant combatants, 
Never d:d bare and rotten policy 
Colour her working with ſuch deadly wounds ; 
Nor never could the noble Mortimer 
Receive ſo many and all williogly; _ 
Then let him not be ſlandet'd with revolt. him 
K. Henry, Thou doſt belie him, Percy, thou doſt belie 
He never did encounter with Glendower; 
He durſt as well have met the devil alone, 
As Owen. Glendower for an enemy. 
Art not aſham'd? But, firrah, henceforth 
Let me not hear you ſpeak of Mortimer. 
Send me your priſoners with the ſpeedieſt means, 
Or you ſhall hear in ſuch a kind from me | 
As will diſpleaſe you. —My lord Northumberland, 
We licence your departure with your fon, 
—Send us yaur priſoners, or you'll hear of it. [ Ex. X. H. 
Hot. And if the devil come roar for them, 
FE will not ſend them.—I will atter ſtrait, 
And tell him ſo ; for I will eaſe my heart, 
Although it be with hazard of my head. [ while; 
'orth, What, drunk with choler ? ſtay, and pauſe 4 
Here comes your uncle, Enter Worceſter. 
Hot. Speak of Mortimec { : 
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Yes, I u ill ſpeak of him; and let my ſoul 7 
Want mercy, if I do not join with him: N 
Yea, on his part, 11] empty all theſe veins, 

And ſhed my dear blood drop by drop i'the duſt, - 
But I will lift the down=trod Mortimer 
As high i' the air as this unthankful king, 
As this iograte and canker'd Bolingbroke, 
North. Brother, the king hath made your nephew 
mad, [Fo Wircefler, 
Wor. Who ſtrook this heat up aſter T was gone? 
Hor. He will, forſooth, have all my priſoners ; 
And when I urg'd the ranſom once again 
Of my wife's brother, then his cheek look'd pale, 

And on my face he turn'd an eye of death, 

Trembling even at the name of Mortimer. 

Wor. I cannot blame him; was he not proclaim'd, 

By Richard that is dead, the next of blood? 
North, He was; I heard the proclamation. 

Hot. But ſoſt, I pray you.—Did kiog Richard then 
'Proclaim my brother Mortimer ; 
Heir to the crown? 3 

North. He did: myſelf did hear it. 

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his couſin king, 
That wiſh'd him on the barren mountains ſtary'd. 

But ſhall it be, that you, that ſet the crown 

Upon the head of this forgetful man; 

And for his ſake wear the deteſted blot 

Of murd'rous ſubornation ?—ſhall it be, 

That you a world of curſes undergo ; 


Being the agents or baſe ſecond means, 


The cords, the ladder, or the hang man rather ?— 


(O pardon me, that I deſcend ſo low, 


To ſhew the line and the predicament, 
'Wherein you range under this ſubile king) 
Shall it, for ſhame, be ſpoken in theſe days, 
-Or fill up chronicles in time to cume, 

That men of yaur nobility and power 

Did engage them both in an unjuſt behalf— 
As both of you, God pardon it! have done, 
To put down Richard, that ſweet lovely roſe, 

And plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke ? 
And ſhall it, in more ſhame, be further (ſpoken, 
That you are fool'd, diſcarded, and ſhook off 
By him, for whom theſe ſhames ye underwent ? 
No; yet time ſerves, wherein you may redeem * ä 

4 | 2 Our 


Your baniſh'd honours, and reſtore yourſelves 
Into the good thoughts of the world again. 
Revenge the jeering, and diſdain'd contempt 
Of this proud king, who ſtudies day and night 
To anſwer all the debt he owes unto you, 

| Even with the bloody payment of your deaths: 
Therefore, I ſay ———— 

Mor. Peace, couſin, fay no more, 
And now I will unclaſp a ſecret book, 
And to your quick-conceiring diſcontents 
]'il read you matter deep and dangerous; 
As full of peril, and advent'rous ſpirit, 
As to o'erwalk a current, rearing loud, 
On the unſtedfaſt footing of a ſpear. 

Hot. If he fall in, good night —or fink or ſwim— 
Send danger from the eaſt unto the weſt, | 
So hcnour croſs it from the north to ſouth, 

And let them grapple. ——O ! the blood more ſtirs 
To rouze a lion than to ſtart a hare. 

North. Imagination of ſome great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 

x Hot. By heaven, methinks it were an ea(y leap 

To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac'd moon; 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 

Where fathom-line could never touch the ground, 
And pluck up drowned honour by the locks ; 

So he, that doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without corrival all her dignities: 

But out upon this half-fac'd tellowſhip ! 

Wor. He apprehends a world of figures here, 
But not the form of what he ſhould attend. 

— Good coulin, give me audience for a while. 

Hot. I cry you mercy. 

Wor. Thoſe ſame noble Scots 
That are your priſoners— 

Hot, Fil keep them all; | 
By heaven he ſhall not have a Scot of them; 

No, if a Scot would fave his ſoul, he ſhall not: 
I'll keep them, by this hand. 

Wor. You (tart away, | 
And lend no ear unto my purpoſes.— 

Thoſe priſoners you ſhall keep. 
Hot. Iwill; that's flat 
He ſaid, he would not ranſom Mortimer t 
Forbade my tongue tg. ſpeak of Mortimer; 


14 THE FIRST PART OF 


But I will find him when he lies aſleep, 
And in his ear I'll holloa Mortimer ! 
Nay, I'll bave a ſtarling ſhall be taught to ſpeak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him | 
To keep his anger ſtill in motion. 3 
North. Why, what a waſp- tongu'd and impatient fool 
Art thou, to break into this woman's mood; | 
Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ? 
Hot. Why, look you, I am whip'd and ſcourg'd with 
rods, 
Nettled, and ſtung with piſmires, when I hear 
Of this vile politician Bolingbroke. | 
In Richard's time — what do ye call the place | 
A plague upon't lit is in Gloſterſhire——— 
"Twas where the mad-cap duke his uncle kept 
His uncle York—where | ffrſt bow'd my knee 
Unto this king of ſmiles, this Bolingbroke, 
When you and he came back from Ravenſpurg; 
North, At Berkley-caſtle, 
Hot. You fay true —— 
Why what a candied deal of courtefy E 
This fawning greyhound then did proffer me | ' 4 
Look, when his it fortune came to age 
And, gentle Harry Percy—and, kind couſin. 
The devil take ſuch cozeners - God forgive me |! 
Good uncle, tell your tale, for I have done, 
Wor. Nay, if you have not, to't again; 
We'll ſtay your leiſure. 
Hot. | have done, i! faith, 
Vor. Then once more to your Sc«ttiſh priſoners, 
Deliver them without their ranſom ſtraight, [10 Helfe 
And” make the Douglas ſon' your only mean 
For powers in Scotland ; which, for divers reafons 
Which I ſhall ſend you written, be affured, ü 
Will eaſily be grauted.—Vov, my lord — [To North, 
Vour ſon in Scotland being thus employed | 
Shall ſecretly into the boſom creep 
Of that fame noble prelate, well belov'd, 
The archbiſhop. 
Hot, Of York, is't not? 
Wor. True, who bears hard 
His brother's death at Briſtol, the lord Scroop. 
I ſpeak not this in eſtimation, 
As what, I think, might be; but what, I know, 
Is ruminaicd,.plotted, and ſet down ; 
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And only ſtays but to beh-1d the face 
Of that or caſion that ſhall bring it on. 
Hot. I ſmell it: upon my life, it will do well. 
Norih. Before the game's a- foot, thou ſtill lett'ſt ſlip. 
Hot. Why, it cannot chuſe but be a noble plot 
And then the power of Scotland, and of Vork, 
To join with Mortimer — Ha! 
Nor. And fo they ſhall, 
Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim'd. 
Mor. And 'tis no little reaſon bids us ſpeed 
To ſave our heads, by raifing of a head: 
For, bear ourſelves as even as we can, | 
The king will always think him in our debt; 
And think, we think ourſelves unſatisfied, 
Till he bath found a time to pay us home. 
And ſee already, how he doth begin 
To make us ſtrangers to his looks of love. 
Hot. He dees, be does; we'll be reveng'd on him. 
Mer. Couſin, farewel. No further go in this, 
Than I by letters ſhail-dire& your coviſ-, 
When time is-rip2 (which will be ſuddenly) 
I'll feal to Glendower, and lord Mortimer; 
Where you and Douglas, and our powers at once 
(As I will faſhion it) ſhall happily meet, 
To bear our fortunes in our own {trong arms, 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 
Hot. Uncle, adieu l- O let the hours be ſhort, 
Till fields, and blows, and groans applaud our ſport! 
; | [ Exeunt, 
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ACT II. SCENE, An im at Rocheſter, 

Enter a carrier with a lan born in his hand. 4 

1 Car. LTEIGH ho! an't be not four by the day, I'll | 

be hang'd. Charles's wain is over the new 41 

chimney, and yet our horſe not packt. What, oſtler! 3 

Off. [it hin.] Anon, anon. 1 

1 Car. I pr'ythee, Tom, beat Cut's ſaddle, put a few — 
flocks in the point: the poor jade is wrung in the withers, 

out of all ceſs, 


2 Car. Peaſe and heans are as dank here as a dog, and 1 
that is the next way to give poor jades the bots : this 1 
houſe is turn'd uptide down, ſince Robin oſtler died. n 1 

1 Car, Poor fellow never j y'd ſince the price of oats 
roſe: it was the death of him. | 


| 
Enter anh:r Carrier. ＋ | 


2 Car; 


/ 


- thee? Enter Gads 
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2 Car. I think this be the moſt villainous houſe in all 
London road for fleas : I am ftung like a tench, 

1 Car, Like a tench ! by the maſs there's ne'er a king 
in Chriſtendom could be better bit than I have been fince 
the firft cock. 

2 Car. Why, they will allow us nc'er a jourden, and 
then we leak in your chimney ; ; and your chamberlye 
breeds fleas like a loch. 

1 Car. What, oſtler! — Come away, and be havg'd, 
come awa 

2 Car, 2 gammon of bacon, and two razes of 
ginger, to be delivered as far as Charing. croſs. 

1 Car. *Qdſbody ! the turkies in my panniers are quite 
ſtarv'd— What, oſtler! a plague on thee! haſt thou ne- 
ver an eye in thy head? Can'ſt not hear? An *"twere not 
as good a deed as drink, to break the pate of thee, I am a 
very villain.— Come, and be _ ;—Haſt no faith in 

bill. 

Gads. Good-morrow, carriers. What's o'clock ? 

1 Car. I think it be two o'clock. 

Gade. I pr'ythee lend me thy lanthorn, to ſee my geld- 
ing in the ſtable. 

1 Car, Nay, ſoft, I pray ye: I know a trick worth 
two of that, 1 faith. 

Gads. I pr'ythee lend me thine: 

2 Car. Ay, when ? can'ſt tell ?—lend me thy lanthorn 
quoth a !—-marry, I'll fee thee hang'd firft, 

Gad's. Sirrah, carrier! what time do you mean to come 


to London? 


2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a candle, I 
warrant thee, —Come, neighbour Mugges, we'll call up 
the gontlemen, [ Exeunt carriers. 

Enter Chamberlain, 

FP Wh: t ho, chamberlain! 

Cham. At band, quoth pick-puaſe, 

. Gads. That's even as fair, as at hand, quoth the cham« 
berlaia for thou vatieſt no more from picking of purſes . 


than giving direction doth from labouring. Thou lay'ſt 


the plot how. 
SCENE The road ty Gads hill, 
| Enter prince Henry, Poins, and Peto, 
. Pains. Come, ſhelter, ſhelter. I have removed Fal- 
ſtaffs horſe, and he frets like a gumm'd velvet, 
FP; _—_ Stand cloſe. . . 
Enter 


- 4 
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Enter Falſtaff. 

Fal. Poins! Poins ! and be hang'd, Poins!f  _ 
P. H-nry. Peace, ye fat-kidney'd raſcal ; what a braw- 
ling doit thou keep? : * 
Fal. What, Poins! Hal! 
P. Henry. He is walk'd up to the top of the hill; III 


go ſee k him. 


Fal. I am accurſt to rob in that thief's company: 
the raſcal hath remov'd my horſe, and tied him, I 
know not where, If I travel but four foot by the ſquare 
further afoot, I ſhall break my wind. Well, I doubt 
not but to die a fair death for all this, if I 'ſcape hang- 
ing for killing that rogue. T have forſworn his company 
hourly any time this two-and-twenty year, and yet I am 
bewitch'd with the rogue's company. If the raſcal 
have not given me medicines to make me love him, I'II 
be hang'd ; it could not be elſe; I have drank medi- 
cines Poins! Hal! a plague upon you both! Bar- 
dolph! Peto! T'Il ftarve ere III rob a foot further. An 
*twere not as good a deed as to drink, to turn true-man, 
and to leave theſe rogues, I am the verieſt varlet that 
ever chew'd with a tooth. Eight yards of uneven ground 
is threeſcore and ten miles afoot with me, and the ſtony- 
hearted villains know it well enough. A plague upon't, 
when thieves cannot be true one to another! [He 
whifile, | Whew! a plague upon you all ! Give me my 
horſe, you rogues ; give me my horſe, and be hang'd, 

P. Henry. Peace, ye fat-guts ! lye down ; lay thine ear 
cloſe to the ground, and liſt if thou canſt hear the tread 
of travellers, 

Fal. Have you any levers to liſt-me up again, being 
down ? *S$blood, I'll not bear mine own fleſh ſo far aſcot 
again, for ali the coin in thy father's exchequer, What 
a plague mean ye, to colt me thus ? 

P. Henry, Thou lieft, thou art not colted, thou.art un- 
colted. 

Fal. I pr'ythee, good prince Hal, help me to my horſe; 
good king's ſon. 

P. Henry. Out, you rogue! ſhall I be your oſtler? 

Fal. Go hang thyſelf in thy own heir- apparent gar- 
ters! if I be ta'en, I' peach for this. An I have not 
ballads made on you all, and ſung ts filthy tunes, let a 
cup of ſack be my poiſon, When a jeſt is ſo forward, and 
afoot too! hate it. 

| C Enter 
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„5 Enter Gads- bill. 
Gad:. Stand. 
Fal. So, I do, againſt my will. 
. Pains, O, s our ſ:tter; I know his voice, 
Bard. What news ? —— 

'Gads. Caſe ye, caſe ye; on with your viſors ; there's 
money of the king's coming down the hill; *tis going to 
the king's exchequer. 

Fal. You lie, you rogue; ; *tis going to the king's 
tavern, 

Gad. There's enough to make us ; all. 

Fal. To be hang'd. 

P. Henry. Sirs, you four ſhall front them in the narrow 
lare; Ned Poins and I will walk lower; if they *ſcape 
from your encovnter, then they light on us. 

Peto. But how many be there of them? 

Gads. Some eight or ten, 

Fal. Zounds! will they not rob us ? 

P. Henry. What, a coward, Sir John Paunch ? 

Fal. Indeed, I am not jobn of Gaunt, your grand fa- 
ther; but yet no coward, Hal. 

P. Henry, Well, we Il leave that to the prof. | 
Point. Sirrah, Jack, thy horſe ſtands behind the hedge; 

when thou need'ſt him, there ſhalt thou find him. Fare- 
wel, and ſtand faſt, 

Fal. Now cannot I ſtrike him, if I ſhould be bang' d. 

P. Henry. Ned, where are our diſguiſes? 

Poins. Here, hard by. Stand cloſe. 

[Exeunt Prince and Poins, 
Fal. Now, my maſters, happy man be his dole, ſay 
I; every man to his buſineſs. 
Enter Travellers. 

Trav. Come, neighbour; the boy ſhall lead our 
. horſes down the hill: well walk afoot a while, and eaſe 
our legs. 

Thieves. Stand. — 3 

Fal. Down with them : cut the villains' throats: Down 


with them; fleece them. They rob and bind tl em. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 

P. Henry. The thieves have bound the true men ; now 
could thou and I rab the thieves, and go merrily to Lon- 
don, it would be argument for a week, laughter for a 
month, ard a good jeſt for ever. 

Poins, Stand cloſe, I bear them coming. 


Enter 
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Enter thieves again at the other part of the flag e. 

Fal. Come, my mallers, let us ſhare, and then to horſe 
before day. An the prince and Poins be not two arrant 
cowards, there's no equity ſtirring, There's no more va- 
jour in that Poing, than in a wild duck. - 

P. Henry. Your money. 

Pains. Villains | 

[As they are ſharing, the Prince and Poins ſet upon them. 
Cadſbill, Bardolph, aud Peto, run away, and Fal- 
Haff after a blow or two follows, leaving the booty 
behind them. ]. | 

P. Henry, Got with much eaſe. Now merrily to horſe; 
The thieves are ſcatter'd, and poſſeſt with fear 
So ſtrongly, that they dare not meet each other ; 

Each takes his fellow for an offi cer. 
Away, good Ned. Falſtaff ſweats to death, 
And lards the lean earth as he walks along: 
Were't not tor laughing, I ſhould pity him. 
Poins, How the rogue roar'd ! N [Excunt, 
SCENE A room in the caſtle at Warkworth, 
Enter Hotſpur, reading a letter. ; 

— ub for nine WH juirt, my lord, I coutd be wo! 
contented to be there, in reſpect of the love I bear jour houſe. 
—He could be contented ; why is he not then ? in re- 
pet of the love he bears our houſe he ſhews in this, 
he loves his own barn b:tter than he loves our houſe. 
Let me ſee ſome more, The purpoſe you underiake is dan- 
gerous,—— Why, that's certain: tis dangerous to take a 
cold, to ſleep, to drink; but I tell you, my lord fool, 
cut of this nettle, danger, we pluck this flower, ſafety. 
The purpoſe you undertak?, is dangerous; the friends you 

ave named, uncertain ; the time itſelf, unſorted; and 
your whole plet too light for the counterpoize of /o great an 
oppoſition, Say you fo, ſay you io? I] fay unto yu 
again, you are a ſhallow cowardly hind, and you he. 
What a lack-brain is this! By the lord, our plot, 1s a 
good plot as ever was laid; our friends true and con- 
ſtant: a good plot, good friends, and full of expeQa- 
tion ; an excellent plot, very good friends, What a 
froſty ſpirited rogue is this? Why, my lord of York 
commends the plot and the general cour'e of the action. 
By this hand, if I were now by this raſcal, I could brain 
him with his lady's fan. Is there not my father, my 
uncle, and myſelf? Lord Edmund Mortimer, my lo1d 
of York, and Owen Glendower? Is there not, * 

| e | the 
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the Douglas? Have I not all their letters, to meet me 
in arms by the ninth of the next month? "and are there 
not ſome of them ſet forward already? What a pagan 
raſcal is this? an infidel ? Ha! you ſhall ſee now, in 
very ſincerity of fear and cold heart, will he to the king, 
and lay open all our proceedings. O, I could divide 
myſelf, and go to buffets, ſor moving ſuch a diſh ot 
ſkimm'd milk with ſo honourable an action! Hang bim! 
let him tell the King ; we are prepared: I will fer for- 
ward to-night. 
Enter lach Percy. 
How now, Kate! I muſt leave you within theſe two 
hours. 

Lady. O my good lord, why are you thus alone? 
For what offence have L xhis forrnight been 
A baniſh'd woman from my Harry” s bed? | 
Tell me, ſweet lord, what is't that takes from thee 
Thy ſtomach, pleaſure, and thyigolden ſkep ? 
Why doſt thou bend thine eyes upon the earth, 
And ftart fo often, when thou ſit'ſt alone? 
O, what portepts are theſe? 
Some heavy buſineſs hath my lord in hand, 
And [ muſt know it; elſe he loves me got. 

Hot. What, ho! is Gilliams with the packet Sobel 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. He i is, my lord, an hour ago. 

Hot, Hath Butler brought thoſe horſes from the ſheriff ? 

Serv. One horſe, my lord, be brought even now. 

Hot, What horſe ? a roan, a crop-ear ? is it not ? 

Serv. It is, my lord. 

Hot. That roan ſnall be my throne. 
Well, I will back him ſtrait. O Eſperance !— 

Bid Butler lead him forth in to the park, [Exit Serv. 
Lady. But hear you, my lord. : 
Hot. What ſay'ſt thou, my lady? 

Lady. What is it carries you a away ? 

Hot. Why, my horſe, my love, my horſe. - 
Lady. Out, you mad-headed ape! 

A weaz le hath not ſuch a deal of ſpleen 

As you are toſt with, 

In ſooth, I'll know your buſineſs, Harry, that I will 
I fear, my brother Mortimer doth ſtir | 
About his title ; and hath ſent for you 
To line his enterprize: but if you go 

Hot. So far afoot, I ſhall be weary, love. | 
| - Lady, 


/ 


e 


I care not for thee, Kate: this is no world 
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Lady. Come, come, you paraquito, anſwer me 
Directly to this queſlion that I aſk. 
In faith, Vil break thy little figger, Harry, 
An if thou, wilt not tell me all things true, 
Het. Away, 3 74 | i 
Away, you trifle: ! Love? I love thee not, 


5 
* 


To play with mammets, and to tilt with lips: 
We muſt have bloody noſes, and crack'd crowns, 
And paſs them current too. - Gods me ! my horſe 
What ſay*it thou, Kate? what would'ſt thou have with 
. 
Lady. Do ye not love me? do you not, indeed ? 
Well, do not then? for ſince you love me not, 
I wi not love myſelf, Do you not love me: 
Nay, tell me, if you ſpeak in jeſt, or no? 
Hot. Come, wilt thou ſee me ride? _ 
And when I am o' horſeback, I will ſxear 
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate, 
I muſt not have you henceforth queſtion me, 
Whither I go; nor reaſon whereobout : 
Whither} muſt, I muſt ; and, to conclude, 
This evening muſt I leave you, gentle Kate. 
I know you wiſe ; but yet no further wiſe 
Than Harry Percy's wite. Conſtant you are, 
But yet a Woman: and for ſecreſy a 
No lady cloſer ; for I well believe, 
Thou wilt not utter what thou doſt not know; 
And ſo far I will truſt thee, gentle Kate: 
Lady. How! fo far? | 
Het. Not an inch further. But hark you, Kate: 
Whither I go, tbither ſhall you go too; 
To-day will I ſet forth, to-morrow you.— 
Will this content you, Kate ? * 
Lady. It muſt of force. | [ Exeunt. 7 
SCENE the Boar's-head tawern in Eaſf- cbeap. 1 
Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 
P. Henry. Ned, pr'ythee come out of that fat ro om, and 
lend me thy hand to laugh alittle. 
Poins. Where haſt been, Hall? | 
P. Henrz. With three or four loggerheads, amongſt 
three or fourſcore hegſheads. I have ſounded the very 
baſe ſtring of humillity, Sirrab, I am ſworn. brother to 
a leaſh of drawers; and can call them all by their 
Chriſtian names, as — Tom, Dick, and Francis. To con- 
4 C 3 | clude, 
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clude, I em ſo good a proficient in one quarter of an hour. 
that I can drink with an; tinker in his own language» 
But, ſweet Ned, to ſweeten which name of. Ned, I give 
thee this pennyworth of ſugar, Hlapt even now into my 
hand by an under-ſkinker, one that never ſpake other En- 
gliſn in his life than—Eight Thillings and ſixpence, and 
-—You are welcome, with this ſhrill addition, — Anon, 
anon, Sir : Score a pint-of baſtard in the Half-moon, or ſo. 
But, Ned, to drive away the time till Falſtaff come, I 
pr'ythee do thou ſtand in ſome b e-room, while J que- 
ſtion my puny drawer, to what end he gave me the ſugar ;' 
and do thou never leave calling—Francis! that his tale 
to me may be nothing but, — Azon, Step aſide, and I'll 
ſhew thee a precedent. [ Poine retires. 

Point. Francis! 2% * 

P. Hen. Thou art perfect. - 

Poing. Francis Enter Francis. 

Fran, Anon, anon, fir! — Look down into the Pom 
granate, Ralph. | BS | 

P. Henry. Come hither, Francis. | 

F, an, My lord. Be | hr 

P. Hen. How long haſt thou to ſerve, Francis? 

Fran. Forſooth, five years, and as much as ty—— 

Poins. Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon, fir. 

P. Hen. Five years! by'tlady, a long leaſe for the 
chinking of pewter. But, Francis, dareſt thou be fo va- 
liant as to play the coward with thy indenture, and ſhew 
it à fair pair of heels, and run from it? OY 

Fran, O lord, fir, I'll be ſworn upon all the books in 
England, I could find in my heart— _ 

Poins. Francis ! 

Fran. Anon, anon, fir. 

4 P. Henry. How old art thou, Francis ? | 
Fran, Let me ſee——about Michaelmas next I ſhall 


Poins, Francis ! | 
Fran. Anon, Sir.— Pray you ſtay a little, my lord. 
P. Henry. Nay, but hark you Francis, for the ſugar thou 
aveſt me ;—'twas a pennyworth, was't not ? 
Fran. O lord, I would it had been two. . 
P. Henry. I will give thee for it a thouſand pound: aſk 
me when thou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it. 
Poins. Francis ! 


Fran. Anon, anon. | 
| C . Henry. 
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P. Henry. Anon, Francis ? no, Francis; but to-morrow, 
Francis, or, Francis, on Thurſday ; or, indeed. Francis, 
. When thou wilt. But, Francis 

Fran, My lord? 

P. Henry. Wilt thou rob this leathern-jerkin, eryſtal- 
button, knott-pated, agat- ring, puke-ſtocking, caddice- 
garter, ſinooth tongue, Spaniſh-pouch— 

Fran O lord, fir, who do you mean ? 

P. Henry. Why then your brown baſtard is your only 
drink : for lock you, Francis, your white canvas doub- 
let will ſully. In Barbiry, fir, it cannot come to fo 
much. 

Fran. What, br? 

Poins. Francis! 

4 Hen yz. Away, you rogue; doſt thou not hear them 
call? 

Here they both call Bim; the drawer and. amazed, 
not knowing which way to go. 
Enter Hoſteſs. 

Hope. My lord, old Sir John with half a Juv more 
are at the door; ſpall | let them in: 

P+ Henry, Let them alone-a while, and then -open the 
door. [Zxit Hoſteſs.) Poins! 

Re-enter Porns, 

Poi ns. Anon, anon, fir. : 

P. Henry. Sirrah, Falſtaff and the reſt of the thieves are 
at the door; ſhall we be merry? 

Pains. As merry as crikets, my lad. But bark Je; 
what cunning match have you made with this jeſt of the 
d:awer ? come, what's the iſſue ? 

P. Henry. I am now of all humours, that have ſhew'd 
themſelves humours, ſfincethe old days of goodman Adam, 
to the pupil age of this preſenttwelve o'clock at midnight. 
Re- enter Francis.] What's o'clock, Francis? 

Fran. Anon, auen, fir. 

P. Henry, That ever this fellow ſhould have fewer 

words than a parrot, and yet the ſon of a woman !—His 
induſtry | is —up ſtirs and down ſtairs; bis eloquence the 
parcel of a reckoning. I am not yet of Percy's mind, the 
Hot-ſpur of the north ; he that kills me ſome fix or ſeven - _ 
dozen of Scots at a breakfaſt, waſhes his hands, and ſays. 
to his wife, — Vie upon this quiet T fe I want work. O my 
Sweet Harry, ſays ſhe, hiny many haſt thou kild to day? 
Give my roan horſe a drench, ſays be, and anſwers /ome, 
fuurtecn, an hour after; @ trifle, a trifle, W 
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call in Falſtaff; I'll play Percy, and that damn'd brawn ' 
ſhall play dame Mortimer his wife. Rivo, ſays the diun- 
kard. Call in ribs, call in tallow. | x 
Enter Falſtaff, Gads-hill, Bardolph, and Petn, 
Points. Welcome, Jack; where haſt thou been? 
Fal. A plague of ali cowards, I ſay, and a vengeance 


too! marry aud Amen Give me a cup of ſack, boy, — 


Ere I lead this life long, I'll ſow nether ſtocke, and mend 
them, and foct them oo. A plague of all cowards !— 


Give me a cup of ſack, rogue, ls there no virtue extant ? 


[ He drinks. 

P. Henry. Didſt thou never ſee Titan kiſs a diſh of 
butter? (patiful- hearted Titan!) that melted at the 
ſweet tale of the ſun? if thou didſt, then behold that 
compound, 

Fal. You rogue, here's lime in this ſack too: there 
is nothing but roguery to be found in villainous man: 
yet a coward is worſe than a cup of ſack with lime in it; 
a villainous coward. — Go thy ways, old Jack ; die when 


thou wilt, if manhood, good manhood, be not forgot 


upon the face of the earth, then am I a ſhotten herring, 
There live not three good men unhang'd in England ; 
and one of them 1s fat, and grows old, God help, the 


while a bad world, I ſay! A plague on all cowards, I 
ſay ſtill! 


P. Henty. How now, wool-ſack, what muiter you? 

Fal. A king's ſon ! if I do not beat thee out of thy 
kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive all thy ſubjects 
afore thee like a flock of wild geeſe, I'll never wear hair 
on my face more. You prince of Wales! 

P. Henry, Why, you whorſon round man! what's the 
matter ? 


Fal, Are you not a coward ? anſwer me to that, and 


Poins there? [To Poins, 
P. Henry. Ye fat paunch, an ye call me coward, VIl 
ſtab thee, |; | 


Fal. Icall thee coward ! I'll ſee damn'd ere I call. 
thee coward ; but I would give a thouſand pound I could 


run as faſt as thou canſt. You are ſtrait enough in the 


ſhoulders, you care not who ſees your back. Call you 
that backing of your friends? a plague upon ſuch backing! 
give me them that will face me,—Give me a cup of ſack : 
—] am a rogve, if I drunk to-day. 


P. Henry, O villain! tby lips are ſcarce wip'd ſince 
thou diunk'ſt laſt. wt 
' | as 
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Fal. All's one for that, A plague of all cowards, ftill 
ſay I! by drinks. 

P. Henry, What's the matter ? 

Fal. What's the matter ! here be four of us have ta'en 
a thouſand pound this morning. 

P. Hen'y. Where is it, Jack ? where is it ? 

Fal Wbere i is it? taken from us, it is. A * 
upon poor four of us. 

P. Henry. What an hundred, man? 

Fal. Tam a rogue, if I wete not at half. ſword with a 
dozen of them two hours together. I have ſcap'd by 
miracle. I am eight times thruſt through the doubler ; 
four through the hoſe; my buckler cut through and 
through, my ſword hack'd like a hand- ſaw, ecce fignums 
[ Shows his ſword.] I never dealt better ſince I was a man. 
All would not do. A plague of all cowards Let them 
ſpeak ; if they ſpeak more or leſs than truth, they are 
villains. and the ſons of darkneſs. 

P. Henry. Speak, hrs, how was it? 

Gads. We four ſet upon ſome dozen, 

Fal. Sixteen, at leaſt, my lord, 

Cad. And bound them. 

Peso. No, no, they were not bound. 

Fal. You rogue, they were bound, every man of them, 
or I am a Jew elfe, an Ebrew jew. 

Gadt. As we were ſharing, ſame fix or feven freſh men 

St upon US-—— 

Fal. And unbound the reſt, and then came ia the other, 

P. Henry. What, fought you with them all? 

Fal. All? I know not what you call all: but if I fought 
not with fifty of them, I am a bunch of radiſh : if there 
were not two or three and fifty upon poor old Jack, then 
am I no two-legg'd creature, 

Gu Pray heaven, you have not murther'd ſome of 
6 em | 

Fal. Nay, that's paſt praying for. I have pepper'd 
two of them: two, | am ſure, I have p:y'd ; two rogues 
io buckram ſuits. I tell thee what, Hal ;—if I tell thee 

a lie, ſpit in my face, call me horfe. Thou know'ſt my 
eld ward: — here | lay, and thus I bore my point. Four 
rogues in buckram let drive at me 
P. H nry. What four ; thou ſaidſt but two, even now. 
Tal. Four, Hal ; I tld thee four. 
ein, Ay, ay, he ſaid four. 

Fal. Theſe four came all a-front, apd mainly thruſt 
at 
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at me. I made me no more ado, but took all their 1 


points in my ant ay thus. 

P. H.nry. Seven! why, there were but four even now. 
Fal. In buckram. 
Poins Ay, four, in buckram ſuits. 

Fal. Seven, by theſe hilts, or I am a villain elſe. 

P. Henry. Pr'ythee, let him alone; we halt have more 
anon. 

Fal. Doſt thou hear me, Hal ? 

P. Henry. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack. 

Fal. Do ſo. for it is worth the liſt'ning to. Theſe 


nine in buckram, that I told thee of. 


P. Henry. So, two more already, 

Fal. Their points being broken, — 

Poins. Down fell their hoſe. | | 
Fal. Began to give me ground: but [ follow'd me 
cloſe, came in foot and hand ; and, with a thought, ſev n 
of the eleven I pay'd: - 
P. Henry. O monſtrous? eleven buckram men grown 
out of two! 

Fal. But as the devil would base it, three miſ- begotten 
ten knaves, in Kendal. green, came at my back, and let 


drive at me;—for it was fo dark; Hal, that thou couldſt 
not ſee thy hand. 


P. Henry. Theſe lies are like che father that begets 
them; groſs as a mountain, open, palpable. Why, thou 
clay- brain'd. guts, thou knotty-pated fool ; thou whore- 
ſon, obſcene, greaſv tallow-keech, 

Fal. What, art thou mad? art thou mad? 13 not the 
truth, the truth? 

P. Henry. Why, how could'ſt thou know theſe men in 
Kendal green, when it was ſo dark, thou could'ſt not 
ſee thy had? come, t tell us your reaſon. What ſay'ſt 
thou to this? 

Poins. Come, your reaſon, Jack, your reaſon, 

Fal. What, u-on compultion ? No; were I. at the 
ſtrappado, or all the racks in the world, I would not tell 
you on compulſion. Give you a reaſon on compulſion | 
if reaſons were as plenty as black- berries, I would give 
no mana reaſen upon compu ſion I! - 

P. Henry. il be no longer guilty of this ſin, © This 
ſangvin* coward, this bed-prefſer, this horſe-back- break-. 
er, this huge hill! of fleſh ; — 

Fal Away, you lars eling, you elf-ſkin, you dry'd 


to 
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' to utter what is like thee !—You taylor's yard, you ſheath, 
you bow-caſe, you vile ſtanding tuck | 
P. Henry, Well, breathe a while, and then to't again: 
and when thou halt tir'd thyſelf in baſe compariſons, 
hear me ſpeak but this. 8 . 

Pains. Mak, Jack, 2 2 

P. Henry. We two ſaw you four ſet on four; you 
bound them, and were matters of their wealth. 
Mark now, how a plain tale ſhall put you down. —— 
Then did we two ſet on you four; and, with a word. 
out-fac'd you from your prize, and have it; yea, and 
can ſhew it you here in the houſe, And, Falſtaff, you 
carry'd your guts away as nimbly, with as quick dex- 
terity, and roar'd for mercy, and till ran and roat'd, 
as ever I heard bull-calf, What a ſlave art thou to 
hack thy ſword as thou haſt done, and then ſay it was in 
fight ! What trick f what device? what ſtarting hole, 
canſt thou now find out, to hide thee from this open and 
apparent ſhame ? . | 

Poins, Come, let's hear, Jack: what trick haſt thou 
now ? | 

Fal. Ha! ha! ba! d'ye think I did not know you? 
By the Lord | knew ye as well as he that made ye. Why 
hear ye, my maſters; was it for me to kill the heir-ap- 
parent? Should | turn upon the true prince? Why thou 
knowelt I am as valiant as Hercules: but beware inſtinct: 
the lion will not touch the true prince, InflinQ is a 
great matter; I was a coward on inſtinct. I ſhall think 
the better of myſelf, and thee, duiing my life; I, for a 
valiant lion, and thou for a true prince. But, lads, I am 
glad you have the money. — Hoſtete, clap to the doors; 
watch to-night, pray to-morrow, —Gallauts, lads, boys, 
hearts of gold, all the titles of goud fellowſhip come to 
you ! What, ſhall we be merty? ſhail we have a play 
ext mpor: ? 

P. Henry, Content :—and the argument ſhall by thy 
running a way. 

Tal. Ah | no more of tnat, Ha,, an thou lov'ſt me. 

Enter H. ſeſſ. 

Hot. My lord the prince, — | 

P. Henry, How now, my lady the hoſteſs ? what ſay'ſt 
thou to me ? | 

Heft. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of the court 
at door, would ſpeak with you: he ſays, he comes from 
your father, 


P, Hen, 
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P. Henry. Give him as much as will make him a royal 
man, and ſend him back again to my mother. 

Fal. What manner of man is he ? 

He. An old man. 

Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed at t midnight ? 
»— Shall | give him his aniwer ? 

P. Henry. Prytbee do, Jack. | 

Fal. Faith, and I'll ſend him packing, [Exie. 


P Hes Now, firs, you fought fair ;—ſo did you, Peto : . 
| —ſo did you, Bardolph: you are lions too; you ran $ 


away upon inſtinct ; you will not touch the true prince; 
no — Pie! 

Bard. Faith, I ran when Iſaw others run. 

P. Henry. Tell me now in earneſt; how came Falſtaff's 
ſword ſo hack'd? 

P to. Why, be hack'd it with his dagger; and ſaid, 
he would {wear truth out of England but he would make | 
you believe it was done in fight; and perſuaded us to do 
the like, [ 

Bard. Vea, and to tickle our noſes with ſpear - graſs, to 
make them bleed; and then to beſlubber our garments 
with it, and ſwear it was the blood of true men. I did 
that I did not theſe ſeven years before—I bluſh'd to hear 
his monſtrous devices. 

P. Hen. O villain, thou ſtoleſt a eop of ſack eighteen 
years apo, and wert taken with the manner, and ever 
fince thou baſt vluſhed extempore. Thou had'ſt fire and 
ſword on thy fide, and yct thou ranneſt away; What in- 
ſtir hadſt thou for it ? 

Bard, My lord, do you ſee theſe meteors ? do you be- 
Hold theſe ex hal tions? 

P Henry, I do. 

Bard. What think you they portend 3 

P. Henry. Hot livers, and cold purſes. 

Bard. Choler, my lord, if righfly taken. 

P. Henry. No, if rightly token, halter, 

Enter Falftaff 
Here comes l-an Jack, here comes bare-bone, How now, 
my ſweet crca'ure of bombaſt? How long is't 452 Jack, 
ſince thou ſaweſi thine ot knee ? 

Fal. My own knee! Wben J was about thy years, 

Hal, 1 was not an eagle's talon in the waiſt; I could have 
crept into an alderman's thumb-ring. A plague of lg h- 
ing and grief! it blows a man up like a bladder. There's 
villainous news abroad; here was Sir John Braby from 

| your 


your father; you muſt to the court in the morning. That 
ſame mad fellow of the north, Percy ; and he of Wales, 
that gave Amaimon the baſtinado, and made Lucifer 
cuckold, and ſwore the devil his true liegeman upon the 
croſs of a Welſh hook—What a plage call you him ? 

Poins, O, Glendower. 

Fal. Owen, Owen; the ſame ;—and his ſon-in-law 
Mortimer, and old Northumberland, and that ſprightly 
Scat of Scots, Douglas, that runs o*horſeback up a hill 
perpendicular. 5 | 

P, Hen. He that rides at high ſpeed, and with his 
piſtol kills a ſparrow flying. wh | 

Fal. You have hit it. 

P. Hen. $2 did he never the ſparrow. 

Fal. Well ! chat raſcal hath good mettle in him; he 
will not run. 

P, Hen. Why, what a raſcal art thou then, to praiſe 
him fo for running? | 

Fal. Of horſeback, ye cuckow ! but afoot he will not 
budze a foot. | 


P. Hen. Yes, Jack, upon inſtin K. 
Fal. J grant ye, upon inſtinct? Well, he is there too, 


and one Mordake, and a thouſand blue-caps more. Wor- 
ceſter is ſtolen away by night: thy father's beard is turn - 
ed white with the news. You may buy land now as 
cheap as ſtinking mackerel. | | 

P. Henry. Then 'tis like, if there come a hot June, and 
this civil buffeting hold, we ſhall buy maidenheads as 
they buy hob-nails, by the hundreds. 

Fal. By the maſs, lad, thou ſay'ſt true; it is like we 
ſhall have good trading that way.—But tell me, Hal, art 
thou not horribly afeard? thou being heir-apparent, could 
the world pi.k thee out three ſuch enemies again, as that 
nend Douglas, that ſpirit Percy, and that devil Glen- 
dower ? Art thou not horribly afra d? doth not thy blood 
thril at it ? 

P Henry. Not a whit, i' faich; I lack ſome of hy in» 
ſlinct | . 

Ful. W. Il, thou wilr be horrib!y chid to-morrow, when 
thou comeſt to thy fathe: : if thou love me, prattile an 
anſwer. Enter H leſs. | 

Hoft, O, my lord, my lord! 

Fal. Heigh, heigh ! the devil rides upon a fiddle? ick: 
What's the matter ? 
Hoft. The ſheriff and all the watch are at the door: 
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| They are come to ſearch the houſe ; Shall I let them in ? 
— AF. Hen. And thou a natural coward, without inſtinct. 
; Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? never call a true piece of 
\ old, a counterfeit : thou art eſſentially mad, without 
W * ſo. 5 „ 
Fra. I deny your major: if you will deny the ſheriff, 
ſo; if not, let him enter: if I become not a cart as well 
as another man, a plague on my bringing up! I hope, 
I ſhall as ſoon be ſtrangled with a halter, as another. 
Pe. Hen. Call in the ſheriff, [Exit Heſeſi.] Go, hide 
thee behind the-arras ;—the reſt walk up above. Now, 
my maſters, for a true face and a good conſcience. 
Fal. Both which I have had: but their date is not, and 
therefore Til hide me. 
[Exeunt Falſtaff, Bardolph, Gads-hill, and Pe io; 
manent Prince and Poins. 
P. Hen, Call in the Sheriff. | 
| Enter Sheriff, and Carrier. 
Now, maſter ſheriff; what's your will with me 
Sher. Firit, pardon me, my lord. A hue and cry 
Hath follow'd certain men unto this houſe, 
P. Hen. What men ? | 
Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious lord; 
A groſs fat man. . 5 
Car. As fat as butter. | 
P. Hen, The man, I do aſſure you, is not here; 
For I my ſelf at this time h ve employ'd him. 
And, ſheriff, Iengage my word to thee, 
Tha I »:i11, by to-morrow dinner-time, 
Scud him to anſwer thee, or any man, 
For any thing he ſhall be chary'd withal : 
And fo let me intreat you leave the houſe, 
Ser. | will, my lord: There are two gentlemen 
Have in this robbery loſt three huudred marks, 
P. Hen. It may be ſo: if he have robb'd theſe men, 
He ſhall be anſwer.ble ; and fo farewel. | 
Sher, Good night, my noble lord, | 
H. Hu. I thiok it is good m« rrow ; Is it not? | 
Sher. Indeed, my lord, I think it to be two o'clock. _ 
| a [ Exeunt Sheriff and Carrier. 
P. Henry. This oily raſcal is known as well as Paul's : 
Go, call him forth. | 


Poing. Falſtaff —faſt afleep bebind the arras, and ſaor- 
ting like a horſe, | 


P. Henry. Hark how hard he fetches breath: Search 
his pockets, [He ſtarcbes his pockets and finds papers. 
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What haſt thou found ? on 
Poins. Nothing but papers, my lord. 
P. Henry, Let's ſee what they be, 
Point. Item, a capon, 2s. 2d. Item, Sauce, 4d. - 

Item, Sack, two gallons, 5s. 8d. | 

Item, Anchovies and ſack after ſupper, 28. 6d. 

Item, Bread, a half- penny. 

P. Henry. O monſtrous ! but one half-penny worth of 
bread to this intolerable deal of fauce !-—-What there is 
elſe, keep cloſe; we'll read it at more advantage: 
there let him fleep *cill day, I'll co the court in the 
morning: we muſt all to the wars, and thy place ſhall 
be honourable, VI procure this fat rogue a charge of 
foot; and, I know, his death will be a march of twelve- 
ſcore. The money ſhall be paid back again, with adven- 


rage. Be with me betimes in the morning ; and ſo good 
morrow, Poins. . 


Pcins, Good-morrow, good my lord [ Excunt. 
ACTI. SCENE, The priſiuce chamber in Windſor. 
Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, Lords and others. 


rung; give us leave; the prince of Wales 
and I, | 


Muſt have ſome private conference: But be near 
At hand, for we ſhall preſenily have need of you. — 


[ Exeunt lords. 


T know not whether God will have it ſo, 
For ſome diſpleaſing ſervice L have done, 
That, in is ſecret doom, out of my blood 
He'll breed revengement and a ſcourge for me: 
But thou doſt, in thy paſſage of life, | 
Make me believe, — that thou art only mark'd 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven, 
To puniſh my miſ-treadings, Tell me elle, 
Could ſuch inordinate, and Tow defires, F 
Such poor, ſuch bare, ſuch lewd, ſuch mean attempts, 
Such barren pleaſures, rude ſociety, 
As thou art match'd withal and grafted to, 
Accompany the greatneſs of thy blood, 
And hold their level witb thy princely heart? 

P. Henry. So pleaſe your majeſty, I would, I could 
Quit all offences with as clear excuſe, 
As well as, I am doubtleſs, I can purge 
Myſelf of many I am charg'd withal : 
Yet ſuch extenvation let me beg, 


I may, for ſome things true, wherein my youth 
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Hath faulty wander'd and irregular, 
Find pardon an my true ſubmiſſion. 
K. Henry. Heaven pardon thee !—yet let me wonder, 


At thy affections, which do hold a wing { Harry, 
Quite from the flight of all thy anceſtors. 
T he place in council thou haſt rudely loſt, RT. 


Which by thy younger brother is ſupply'd ; 
And art almoſt an alien to the hearts 
Pf all the court and princes of my blood: 
Had I fo laviſh of my preſence been, 
So common hackney'd in the eyes of men, ; 
Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 
Had ſtill kept loyal to poſſeſſion; 
And left me in reputeleſs baniſiment, 
A fellow of no mark, nor likelihood. 
By being ſeldom ſeen, I could not ſtir, 
But, like a comet, I was wondel'd at: 
That men would tell their children, This is he; 
Others would ſay, —Where R which is Bolingbroke ? 
Now there 1s not an eye | 
But is a-weary of thy common ſight, 
Save mine, which hath deſir'd to ſee thee more; 
Which now doth what.I would not have it do, \ 
Meke blind itſelf with fooliſh tenderneſs. 
P. Hen. I ſhall hereafter, my thrice graciovs lord, 
Be more myſelf, | 
K. Hen. For all the world, | 
As thou art to this hour, was Richard then 
Whea I from France ſet foot at Ravenſpurg : 
And even as I was then, is Percy now. 
Now by my ſceptre, and my ſoul to boot, 
He hath more worthy intereſt to the ſlate, 
| Than thov, the ſhadow of ſucceſſion; 
. For, of no right, nor colour like to right, 
He doth fill fields with harneſs in the realm; 
Turns head againſt the lion's armed jaws; 
And, being no more in debt to years than thou, 
Leads ancient lords and reverend biſhops on, 
To bloody battles, and to bruiſing arms. 
W hat never dying honour hath he got 
Againſt renowned Douglas, 
Thrice hath this Hotſpur, Mars in ſwathing cloaths, 
This infant warrior, in his enterprizes | 
Diſcomfited great Douglas; ta'en him once, 
Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 


To fill the mouth of deep defiauce up, 
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And ſhake the peace and ſafety of our throne. 


And what.ſay you to this ? Percy, Northumberland, 


The archbiſhop's grace of York, Douglas, Mortimer, 

Capitulate againſt us, and are u. 

But wherefore do ] tel! theſe news to thee ? 

Why, Harry, do [ tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my near and deareft enemy? 

Thou that art like enough, —through vaſſal fear, 

Baſe inclination, and the ſtart of fpleen, — 

To fight againſt me under Percy's pay, | 

To dog his heels, and curt'ſy at his frowns, 

To ſhew how much thou art degenerate. | 
P. Hen, Do not think ſo, you ſhall not find it fo : 

And heaven forgive them, that ſo much have ſway'd 

Your majeſty's good thoughts away from me! 

I will redeem all this on Percy's head, | 

And, in the cloling of ſome glorious day, 

Be bold to tell you, that J am your ſon ; 

When I will wear a garment all of blood, 

And ftain my favours in a bloody maſk, 

Which, waſt'd away, ſhall ſcour my ſhame with it. 

And chat ſhall be the day, whene'er it lights, 

That this ſame child of honour and renown, 

This gallant Hotſpur, this all-praifed knight, 

And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet : 

For every honour ſitting on his helm, 

Would they were multitudes ; and on my head 

My ſhames redoubled ! for the time will come, 

That I ſhall make this northern youth exchange 

His glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is but my factor, good my lord, 

To engroſs up glorious deeds on my behalf; 

And I will call him to fo {tri account, 

That he ſhall render every glory up, 

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 

This, in the name of God, I promiſe here: 

The which if he be pleas'd 1 ſhall perform, 

I do beſeech your majeſty may ſalve 

The long-grown wounds of my intemperance : 

If not, the end of life cancels all bands ; 

And I will die a hundred thouſand deaths, 

Ere break the ſmalleſt parcel of this vow. 


K. Henry, A hundred thouſand rebels die in this ;= 


Thou ſhalt have charge, and ſovereign truſt, herein, 
| D | 


3 Enter 
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LTxter Blunt. 1 ; 
Ho now, good Blunt ?, thy looks are full of ſpeed: 
Blunt. So is the buſineſs that I come to ſpeak of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſent word, — 
That Douglas, and the Engliſh rebels, met, 
The elevenih-of this month, at Shrewſbury: 
A mighty and a fearful head they are, 
Jt promyſes be kept on every hand, 
As ever offer'd foul play in a ſtate. Sir s 
K. Henry. The earl of Weſtmoreland ſet forth to-day 3 
With him my ſon, lord John of Lancaſter; 
For this advertiſement is five days old: 


On Wedneſday next, Harry, thou ſhaltdet forward: 


On Thurſday, we ourſelves will march: 

Our meeting is Bridgnorth : and Harry, you 

Shall march through Gloſterſhire ;-by which 

Some twelve days hence | 

Our general forces at Bridgnorth ſha!l meet. 

Our hands are full of buſineſs: let's away; 

Advantage feeds him fat, while men delay. [ Exeunt, 

SCENE, The Boar bead tavern in Eaſt. cheap. ' 
Enter Falftalff and Bardolph. ', 

Fa]. Bardolph, am I not fallen away vilely ſince this - 

Jaſt a ion? do F not bate ? do I not dwindle ? why, my 

Kin hangs about me like an old lady's looſe gown! I am 

wither'd like an old apple-John. Well, 1'11 repent, and 

that ſuddenly, while I am in ſome liking ; I ſhall be out 

of beart ſhortly,. and then I ſhall have no ftrength to re- 

pent. An I have not forgotten what the inſide of a 


church is made of, I am a pepper-corn, a brewer's horſe ; 


the inſide of a church :—Company, villanious company, 
Hath been the ſpoil of me, 7 © . 
Bard. Sir John, you are fo fretful, vou cannot live long 
Fal. Why, there is it: come ſing me a bawdy ſong ; 


make me merry. I was as yirtuouſly given, as a gentle- 


man need to be ; virtuous enough : ſwore little; diced not 
above ſeven times a week: went to a bawdy-houſe, not 
above once in a quarter of an hour; paid money that I 
borrow'd, three or four times; lived well and io good com- 
Paſs : and now I live out of all order, out of all compaſs, 

Bard. Why, you are ſo fat, Sir John, that you muſt 
82 1 be out of all compaſs; out of all reaſonable compals, 
Sir John. | | 

Fal. Do thou amend thy face, and I'll amend my life, 
Thou art our admiral, thou beareſt the lanthorn in th 
. POOp 
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poop, but 'tis in the noſe of thee; thou art the knight of 


the burning lamp. : 


* 


Bard. Why, Sir John, my face does you no harm. 
Fal. No, Ill be ſworn; I make as good uſe of it as. 


many a man does of a death's head, or a memento mori. I 


never ſee thy face, but I think upon hell fire. When thou 
ran'ſt up Gads-hill in the night to catch my horſe, if I 
did not think thou had'ſt been an 7gnzs.faturs, or a ball of 
wildfire, there's no purchaſe in money. O, thou art a per- 
petual triumph, an everlaſting bonfire light. Thou haſt 


ſaved me a thouſand marks in links and torches, walking 


with thee in the night betwixt tavern. and "tavern : but 


the ſack that thou haſt drunk me, would have boupht me 


lights as good cheap, at the deareſt chandlers in Europe. I 
have maintained that falamander of yours with fire, any 
time this two-and-thirty years; heaven reward me for it! 

Bard. Sblood I would my face were in your belly. 

Fal. So ſhould I be ſure to be heart · burn'd. 

. Enter Hoſteſs. 

How now, dame Partlet the hen, have you enquired yet 
who pick*d my pocket ? | 

Hoſt, Why, Sir John; what do you think, Sir John?“ 
Do you think I keep thieves in my houſe ? I have ſearch- 


ed, I have enquired, ſo has my huſband, man by man, 


boy by boy, ſervant by ſervant, The tithe of a hair was 
never loft in my houſe before, = 
Fal. You lie, holteſs; VN be ſworn my pocket was 
picked: go to, you are a woman, go. 

Hoſt. Who I? I defy thee; I was never called ſo in 
mine own houſe before. | 

Fal. Go to, I know vou well enough. 

Hot: No, Sir John; you do not know me, Sir John; 
I know you, Sir John; you owe me money, Sir John, 
and now you pick a quarrel to beguile me of it. I bought 
you a dozen of ſhiits to your back, 


Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas : I have given them away 


to bakers? wives, and they have made boulters of them. 
Hot. Now as I am a true woman, Holland of eight 
ſhill:'ngs an ell. You owe money here beſides, fir John, 
for your diet and by-diinkings ; and money lent you, 
four-and- twenty pounds. 
Fal. He had his part of it; let him pay. 
H. He? Alas! he is poor; he hath nothing. 
Fal. How! poor? Look upon his face: what call you. 
81ch ? Let them coin his noſe, let them coin his my . 
1 N H 
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T'11 not pay a denier. What, will you make a younker 
of me? Shall I not take mine eaſe in mine 1nn, but J 
ſhall have my pocket pick d? I have loſt a ſeal- ring of 
my grandfather's, worth forty marks. 

Ho. O, I have heard the prince tell him, I know not 
how oft, that the ring was copper. 

Fal. How ! the prince is a Jack, a ſneak-cup ; and if 
2 _ here, I would cudgel him like a dog, it he would 

ay 10, 
Enter Prince Henry marching, and Falſtaff meets him plays 
| ing on his truncheon like a fife. 

Fal. How now, lad? is the wind in that door, faith ? 
mult we all march? ; 

Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate faſhion. 

Het. My lord, I pray you, hear me. | 
PF. Hen. What ſay'ſt thou, miſtreſs Quickly > How does 
'thy huſband? I love him well, he 1s an honeſt man, 

Hot. Good my lord, hear me. 

Fal. Pr'ythee let her alone, and liſt to me. 

P. Hen. What ſay'ſt thou, Jack ? 

Fal. The other night I fell aſleep here behind the ar- 
ras, and had my pocket pickt. This houſe is turned 
'bawdy-houſe ; they pick pockets. 

FTF. Hen. What did you Joſe, Jack 

Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal ? three or four bonds 
.of forty pound a piece, and a ſeal ring of my grandfather's, 

P. Hen. A trifle, ſome eight- penny matter. 

Hot. So | told him, my lord; and I ſaid I heard your 
'grace ſay fo: and, my lord, he ſpeaks molt vilely of you, 
like a foul mouth'd man as he is; and ſaid, he would 
Cudgel you. | 

P. Hen. What! he did not? 

H. There's neither faith, truth, nor womanhood in 
me elſe. : 

Fal. There's no more faith in thee than in a ſtewed 
Prune ; no more truth in thee than in a drawn fox; and 
for womanhood, maid Marian may be the deputy's wife 
of the ward to thee, Go, you thing, go. 

Hofi. Say, what thing? what thing? 

Fal. What thing? why a thing to thank God on. 

Hof. I am no thing to thank God on, I would thou 
ſhould'ſt know it. Iam an honeſt man's wife; and, ſet- 
ns thy knighthood aſide, thou art a knave to call 
me 10. | 
Fal. Setting thy womanhood aſide, thou art a beaſt to 

ſay 
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ſay otherwiſe. 8 

Hoſt. Say, what beaſt, thou knave thou? 

Tal. What beaſt? why, an otter, | 

P. Hen. An otter, Sir Foho ! why an otter ? | 

Fal. Why ? ſhe's neither fiſh nor fleſh ; a man knows 
not where to have her. | 

Hoſt. Thou art an unjuſt man in ſaying fo : thou, or 
any man knows where to have me, thou knave thou. 

P. Hen. Thou ſay*ſ true, hoſteſs ; and he ſlanders thee 
moſt groſsly. 

Hof, So he doth you, my lord; and ſaid this other 
day, you ow'd him a thouſand pound. | 

P. Hen. Sirrah, do I owe you a thouſand pound? 

Fal. A thouſand pound, Hal? a million! thy love is 
worth a million; thou cweſt me thy love. 

Hojt. Nay, my lord, he call'd you Jack, and faid he 
would cudgel you. 

Fal. Did 1, Bardolph? 

Bard. Indeed, Sir John, you ſaid ſo. 

Fal. Vea; if he ſaid my ring was copper. 

P. Hen, I ſay tis copper. Dar'ſt thou be as good as 
thy word now? | | | 

Fal. Why, Hal, thou knoweſt as thou art but man, I 
dare; but as thou art prince, 1 fear thee, as | fear the 
roaring of the lion's whelp. | 

P. Hen. And why not as the lion? 

Fal. The king himſelf is to be feared as the lion: doſt 
thou think I'll ear thee, as I fear thy father? nay, an if 
I do, let my girdle break! f 
P. Hen. O, if it ſhould, how would thy guts fall about 


thy knees! Why thou whore ſon, impudent, imboſs'd raſ- 


cal, if there were any thing in thy pocket but tavern rec- 


konings, memorandums of bawdy-houſes, and one pen- 


ryworth of ſugarcandy to make thee long-winded ; and 
yet you will ſtand to it; you will not pocket up wrongs. 
Art thou not aſham'd ? 

Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? thou know'ſt in the ſlate 
of innocency Adam fell; and what ſhould poor Jack 
Falſtaff do, in the days of villainy? Thou ſeeſt I have 
more fleſh than another man, and therefore more frailiy 
— You confeis then you picked my pocket. | 

P. Hen. It appears ſo by the ſtory, 

Fal. Holteſs, I forgive thee: go make ready breakfaſt. 
Love thy huſband, look to thy — and cheriſh thy 


gueſis ; thou ſhalt find me tractable ta any honeſt 2 
. . n. 


- 
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ſon. Thou ſeeſt I am pacify'd ſtill, —Nay, I prythee be” 

gone, I : [ Exit Hefle/5* 
Now Hal, to the news at court: for the robbery, lads 

how i: that anſwered ? 


P. Hen. The money is paid back again, 


Fal. O, Ido not like that paying back; 'tis a double 
labour. ; 


P. Hen. I am good friends with my father, and may 


do any thing. 


Fal. Rob me the exchequer the firſt thing thou do'ſt; 
and do it with unwaſh'd hands too, bY 
Bard. Do, my lord. : ; 
? Hen. I have procured thee, Jack, a charge of foot. 
Fal. I would it had been of horſe, Where ſhall I find 
one that can fteal well? O for a fine thief of two- and - 
twenty, or thereabout ! I am heinouſly unprovided. Well 
God be thanked for theſe rebels, they offend none but the 
virtuovs; I laud them, I praiſe them. | 
P. Heu. Bardolp ; 
Bard. My lord ! | z 
P, Hen. Ga, bear this letter to my lord John of Lan- 
caſter, 


My brother John; this to my lord of Weſtmoreland, — 


ack, 
— me to-morrow in the Temple. hall 
At two o'clock i'the afternoon: - 
There ſhalt thou know thy charge; and there receiv 
Money, and order for their furniture. 


- The land is burning, Percy ſtands on high ; 


And either they or we mult lower lie. | Ex. Pr. and Bar. 


Fal. Rare words! brave world! — Hoſteſs, my break- 


faſt, come 
O ! I could wiſh this tavern were my drum. [ Exit, 


Ac IV. SCENE, The camp near Shrewſbury. 
Enter Hotſpur, Worceſter, and Douglas. 


Hot. ELL faid, my noble Scot. If ſpesking truth, 


In this fine age, were not thought flattery, 


Such attribution ſhovld the Douglas have, 
As not a ſoldier of this ſeaſon'd ſtamp 


Should go ſo general current through the world. 
By heaven, I cannot flatter ; I defy | 
The tongues of ſoothers; but a braver place 


In my heart's love hath no man than yourſelf : 


Nay, taſk ine to my word; approve me, lord.  -—- 
| Deug · 
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Doug. Thou art the kiog of honour : | 
No min ſo potent breathes upon the ground, 
But I will beard im —— 

Hot. Do fo, and tis well: 

"Enter a Meſſenger.” 

What letters haſt th u there? 

M.. Theſe letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him! why comes he not himſelf ? 

MJ. He cannot come, my lord; he's grievous ſick. 

Hot. Heavens! how has he the leiſure to be ſick 
In ſuch a juſtling time? who leads his powers? 
Under whoſe government come they along ? 

Meſ Nis letters bear his mind, not I, 

Hot. His mind! 

Mer. I pr'ythee tell me, doth he keep his bed? 

Meſſ. He did, my lord, four days ere I ſer forth; 
And at the time of my departure thence, 
He was much fear'd by his phyſicians. 

Wer. I would the ſtate of time had firſt been whole, 
Ere he by ſickneſs had been viſited ; x 
His health was never better worth than now. 

Hot. Sick now! droop now ! this fickneſs doth infect 
The very lift-blood of our cnterprize ? 
*Tis catching hither, even to our camp. 
He writes me here, that inward fickneſs —— 
And that his friends by deputation could not 
So ſoon be drawn; 
Vet doth he give us bold advertiſement, 
That with our ſmall conjuuction we ſhould on, 
To fee how fortune is diſpoſed to us: 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now; 
Becauſe the king 1s certainly poſſeſſed 
Of all our purpoſ-s, What ſay you to it » 

Wor. IT would your fathe hed been here, 
The quality and hair of our attempt 
Br.,oks n - diviſion it will be thaught 
B« ſome, that know not why he is away, 
That wiſdom, loyalty, and mere diflike 
Of our proceeding+, kept the earl from hence, 
This abſence of your father draws a curtain, 
That ſhews the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not creamt of. 

Hot. You ſtrain too far ; 
I rather of his abſence make this uſe ; 
It lends a luſtre and more great opinion, 


A larger 
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A larger dare to our great enter prize, 
Than if the earl were here: for men muſt think, 
If we without his help can make a head, 
To puſh againſt the kingdom; with his help, 
We ſhall verturn it topfy-turvy down. 
Vet all goes well, yet all our joirts are whole. 
Doug. As heart can think: there is not ſuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland, as this term of fear. 6 
8 Enter Sir Richard Vernon, © 
| Het. My coufin Vernon ! welcome, by my foul ! 
Vier. Pray God, my news be worth a welcome, lord. 
The earl of Weſtmoreland, ſeven thouſand ſtrong, 
Is marching hitherwards; with him prince John, 
Hot. No harm: what more? 
Ver. And further, I have learn'd, 
The king himſelf in perſon hath ſet forth, 
Or hitherwards intended ſpeedily, 
With ſtrong and mighty preparation. 
Hot. He ſhall be welcome too. Where is his ſon, 
The nimble-footed mad-cap prince of Wales, 
Aud his comrades, that daft the world aſide, / 
And bid it paſs? | 
Per. All furniſh'd, all in arms, | 
All plum'd like oftriches, that with the wind 
Baited like eagles, having lately bath'd* 
Glittering in yolden coars like images ; | 
As full of ſpirit as the month of May, | 
And gorgeous as the ſun at Midſummer; 
Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls. 
I faw young Harry, with his beaver on, 
His cuiſſes on his thighs, gallantly arm'd, 
Riſe fr. m the ground like feather'd Mercury; 
And vaulted with ſuch eaſe into his ſear, - 
As if an angel dropt down from the clouds, 
To turn ard wind a fiery Peg :fus, 
And witch the world with noble horſemanſhip. 
Hot. No more, no more; worſe than the ſun in March, 
T his praiſe doth nouriſh agues. Let them come, 
They come like ſacrifices in their trim, 
And to the fire-ey'd maid of ſmoaky war, 
All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them. 
The mailed Mars ſhall on his altar fit 
Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire, 
To hear this rich repriſal is ſo nigh, 


And yet not ours, Come, let me take my h rſe, 
| ho 
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Who is to bear me, like a thunder - bolt, 
Againſt the boſom of the prince of Wales. 


Harry to Harry ſhall, hot horſe to horſ 
Meer and ne'er part, till one drop down a carle- cus 


O, that Glende wer were come! 


4 


Ver. There is more ne ws: 

I learn'd in Worceſter, as I rode along, * 
He cannot draw his power this fourteen days. = 

Doug. That's the worſt tidings that I hear of yet. 

Wor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a froſty ſound. 

Hot. What may the king's whole battle reach uato ? 

Ver. To thirty thouſand. | 

Hot. Forty let it be: 

My father and Glendower being both away, 
The power of us may ſerve ſo great a day. 
Come, let us take a muſter ſpeedily : 
Dooms- day is near; die all, die merrily. [A march, Exeunts 
SCENE, 4 pullick road near Coventry, | 
Emer Falſtaff and Bardoiph. 

Fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry; fill me 
a bottle of ſack. Our ſoldiers ſhall march through: 
We'll to Sutton-Colfield to- night. N 

Bard. Will you give me money, captain? 

Fal. Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. This bottle . an angel. 

Fat. And if it do, take it for thy 6 and if it 
make twenty, take them all, I'll anſwer the coinage. 
Bid my lieutenant Peto meet me at the town's end. 

Zard, I will, captain: farewell. [ Exit, 

Fol. If I be not abam'd of my ſoldiers, I am a ſouc'd 
gurner, I have miſus'd the king's preſs damnably, 1 
have got, in exchange of an 3 and fifty ſoldiers, 
three hundred and odd pounds. preſs me none but 
good houtholders, yeomens ſons: mw me out con- 
tradicted bachelors, ſuch as had been aſk'd twice on the 
bans ; ſuch a commogity of warm H©aves, as had as lief 
hear the devi as a drum; ſuch as fear the report of a 
caliver, worſe than a truck fowl, or a hurt wild- — 
I preſs me none but ſuch toaſts and butter, with hearts 
in their beliies no b'gger than pins? heads, and they have 
bought out their ſervices. And now my whole charge 
conlifts of ancients, corporale, lieutenants, g*nilemen of 
companies, flaves as ragged as Lazarus, in the painted 
cloth, and ſuch as indeed were never ſoldiers; but dit- 
carved unj uſt ſervingmen, younger ſons to younger bro- 
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thers, revolted tapſters, and oſtlers trade- fallen; the can- 
kers of a calm world and a long piece; and fach bave I 
to fill up the rooms of them that have bought out their 
dervices ; that you would think, I bad a hundred and 
fifty tatter'd prodigals, lately come from ſwine-keeping, 
from eating draff and huſks, A mad fellow met me on 
the way, and told me, I had unloaded all the gibbets, aud 
preſs'd the dead bodies. No eye hath ſeen ſuch ſcare- 
crows. I'll not march through Coventry with them, 
that's flat. Nay, and the villains march wide beta ixt 
the legs, as if they had gyves on ; for, indeed, I had the 
moſt of them out of priſon. There's but a ſhirt and a 
half in all my company: and the half ſkirt is two nap- 
kins tack'd together, and thrown over the ſhoulders like 
a herald's coat without ſlee ves; and the ſhirt, to ſay the 
truth, ſtolen from my hoſt of St. Albans, or the red-nos'd 
Inn-keeper of Daintry. But that's all one, they'il find 
linen enough on every hedge. 
| | Enter prince. Henry and Wiſtmurelang. 

P. Hen. How now, blown Jack ? how now, quilt ? 
Fal. What, Hal? — How now, mad wag, what a devil 
dot thou in Warwickſhire ?—My good lord of Weſtmores 
land, I cry you mercy ; I thought your honour had al- 
ready been at Shrewſbury. | | 

WR. Faitb, Sir John, 'tis more than time that I were 
there; and you too; but my powers are there already. 
The king, I can tell you, looks for us all; we muſt a- 

way all to-night, 
| © Fal. Tut, never fear me; I am as vigilant as a cat to 
ſeal cteam. 

P. Hen. I think, to ſteal cream, indeed: for thy theſe 
hath already made thee butter, But tell me, Jack; whoſe 
fellows are theſe that come after ? | 

Fal. Mine Hal, mine. 5 

P. Hen. I did never fee ſuch pitiful raſcals 

F. Tut, tut; good enough to toſs: food for pewder, 
food for powder; they'll h.1 a pit, as well as better: 
tuſh, man, mortal men, mortal men. | 

Weep. Ar, but, Sir John, methinks they are exceeding 
oor and bare; teo beggarly. 

Faul. Faith, for their poverty, I know not where they 

| Had'th4t; and for their barencſs, I am ſure, they never 
learn'd that of me. | 

P. Hen, No, III be ſworn ; unleſs you call three fin- 
gere on the ribs, bars. Bur, ſurrah, make haſte, Percy 
is a ready in the field. Fal. 
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Fal. What, is the king encamp'd ? 
Weft, He is, Sir John; I fear we ſhall ſtay too long. 
Fal. Well, 1 | 
To the latter end of a fray, and beginning of a feaſt, 
Fits a dull fighter, and a keen gueſt.  [Excunt. 
| SCENE, Shrewſbury. A march. 
Enter Hotſpur, Waorceficr,, Douglas, and Vernon. 
Hot. We'll fight with him to-night. 
Wor. It may not be. 
Doug. You give him then advantage. 
Vir. Not a whit. | _— 
Hot. Why ſay you fo ? looks he not for ſupply ? 
Ver. So do we. 25 $i | 
Hot. His 1s certain, ours is doubtful. 8 
— Good couſin, be advis'd ; fiir not to- night. 
er. Do not, my lord. 
Doug. You do not counſel well; 
You ſpeak. it out of fear, and cold beart, 
Ver. Do me no flander, Douglas: by my life. 
(And Idare well maintain. it with my life) 
If well · reſpected honour bid me on, 
J hold as little counſel with w: ak fear, | 
As you, my lord, or any Scot that this day lives: 
Let it be ſeen.to-marruw iu the battle 
Which of us fears. 
Doug. Yea, or to-night.. 
Ver. Content. 
Hot. No- night, ſay J. 
Wor. Come, come, it may not be. I wonder much; 
Being men of ſuch great I-ading as you are, 
That you foreſee not what impediments 
Drag back out expedition : certain horſe 
Of my couſin Vernon's are not yet come up: 
Your uncle Worceſtei's horſe came but to day; 
And now their pride and mettle is aſleep, 
Their courage with hard labour tame and dull. 
Hot. So are the horſes of the enemy. 
In general, j»urney- bated, and brought low; 
The better part of ours are full of reſt. 
Wor. The number of the king's exceedeth ours: 
For God's ſake, couſin, ſtay till all come in. 
TS [The trumpets ſound a par ty» 
Enter Sir Walter Blunt. - 
Blunt. I come with-gracious offers from the king, 
If you vouchſafe me _— and reſpect. FR 
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Hor. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt; and would te God 
You were of our determination ! | FA 
Some of us love you well; and even thoſe ſome . 

Envy your great deſervings, and good name; 

Becauſe you are not of our quality, 

But ſtand againſt us like an enemy. 

Blunt. And heaven defend, but flill I ſhould ſtand fo, 

So long, as out of limit, and true rule, 

You ſtand againſt anointed. majeſty ! | 

But, to my charge.— The king hath ſent to know 
The nature of your griefs; and whereupon | 
You conjure from the breaſt of civil peace 

Such bold hoſtility, teaching his duteous land 
Audacious cruelty : if that the king 

Have any way your good deſerts forgot, — 

Which he confeſſeth to be man fold, 

He bids you name your priefs, and with all ſpeed 
You ſhall have your defires, with intereſt ; 

And pardon abſolute for yourſelf, and theſe, 
Herein miſled by your ſuggeſtion. 

Hot. The king is kind, and well we know the king 
Knows at what time to promiſt, when to pay. | 
My father, and my uncle, and myſelf, 

Did give him that ſame royalty he wears: 

And, when he was not ſix- and-twenty ſtrong, 
Sick in the world's regard, wretched and low, 

A poor unminded out-law, ſneaking home, 

My father gave him welcome to the ſhore : 

Aud, when we heard him ſwear, and vow to God, 
He came to be but duke of Lancaſter, 

My father, in kind heart and pity mov'd, 

Swore him aſſiſtance, and perform'd it too. 

Now, when the lords and barons of the realm 
Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean to bim, 
They, more and leſs, came in with cap and knee; 

Met him in boroughs, cities, villages : 
Attended him on bridges, ſtaod in lanes, _ 
Laid gifts before him, proffer'd him their oaths ; 
As pages followed him, | 
Even at the heels io gulden multitudes. 

He preſently, as greatne's knows i:ſelf, 
Steps me a little higher than his vow 

Made to my father, while his blood was poor, 
Upon the naked ſhore at Ravenſpurg. 

And now, forfouth, takes on him to reform 
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dome certain edicts, and ſome ſtrait decrees, 
That lay too heavy on the commonwealth : 
Cries out upon abuſes, ſeems to weep-- 

Over his country's u rongs; and, by this face, 

This ſeeming brow of juſtice, did he win 

The hearts of all that he did angle for. 

Proceeded further; cut me off the heads 

Of all the favourites, that the abſent king 

In depuration leit behind him here, 

When he was perſonal in the Iriſh war. 
Blunt. Tut, I came not to hear this. 
Hot. Then to the point, 

In ſhort time after he depos'd the king; 

Soon after that, depriv'd him of his life; 

And, in the neck of that, taſk'd the whole ſtate. 

To make that worſe, fuffer'd his kinſman March, 

(Who is, if every owner were right plac'd, 

Indeed his king) to be incag'd in Wales, 

There without ranſom to he forfeited ; 

Diſigrac'd me in my happy victories ; 

Sought to entrap me by intelligence; 

Rated my uncle from the council-bcard ; 

In rage diſmis'd my father from the court; | 

Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong : 

Ard in concluſion, drove us to ſeek: out 

This head of fafety ; and withal, to pry 

Into his title, the which we find 

Too indirect for long continuance. 
Blunt. Shall I return this anſwer to the king ? 
Hot. Nut fo, Sir Walter; we'll withdraw awhile. 

—Go to the kiog ; and let there be impawn'd 

Some ſurety for a ſafe return again, 

And in the morning early ſhall my uncle 


# 
Bring him our purpoſes. And fo farewell. 4 s 
Blunt, I would you would accept of grace and love! . | 
Hot. It may be ſo we ſhall, 
Blunt. Pray heaven, you do! | [ Exeunt, 


ACT V. SCENE, The camp at Shrewſbury, 
Enter king Henry, prince of Wales, lord John of Lancaſter, 
earl of Weſtmoreland, Sir Walter Blunt, and Faiflaff. 
K. Hen. OW bloodily the ſun begins to peer 
Above yon buſky hill! the day looks pale 
At his diitemperature. [Trumpets. * 
P, Henry. The ſouthern wind 
= E 3 Doth 
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D th play the trumpet to his porn-es ; 
And. by his h loo whiſtli 10. th > leaves, 
Foretels a-tempe |, and a bluſt-ring day. 
K. Henry Then with the 16{-rs let it ſympathize; 
For nothing can ſeem foul to thoſe that win. | 


' [Th- trumpet ſounds, | 


Eurer Morceſter and Sir Richard Vernon. 

K. Henry. wy now, my lord of Worceſter ? *tis not 

well 8 

That you and I ſhould meet upon ſuch terms 

As now we meet. ' You have deceiv'd our truſt ; 
And made. us doff our eaſy robes of peace, | 
To cruſh our old limbs in ungentle ſteel: 

This is not well, my lord, this is not well. 
What ſay you to't ; will you again unknit 

'This churliſh knot of all-abhorred war, 
And move in that obedient orb again, 
Where you did give a fair and natural light; 
And be no more an exhal'd meteor, 
"A progidy of fear, and a portent | 
Of broached miſchief, to the unborn times? 

Wor. Hear me, my liege. — 

For my own part, I could be well content 
To entertain the lag end of my life 

With quiet hours; for, I do proteſt, 
I have not ſougbt the day of this diſlike, 

A. Hen. You have not ſought it ! how comes it then? 
Fal. Rebellion lay in the way, and he found it. 
P. Henry. Peace, chewet, peace. 

Nor. It pleas'd your majeſty, to turn your looks 
Of favour, from myſelf, aud all our houſe; 
And yet I muſt remember you, my lord, 

We were the firſt and deareſt of your friends. 
For you, my ſtaff of office I did break 
In Richard's time; and poſted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiſs you hand, 
WMhen yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing ſo ſtrong and fortunate as I. 
It was myſelf, my brother, and his fon, _ 
That brought you home, and boldy did out-dare 
The dangers of the time. You ſwore to us, 
And you did ſwear that oath.at Doncaſter, 

That you did nothing purpoſe gainſt the ſtate ; 
Nor claim no further than your new-falln right, 
The ſeat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaſter. © 
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To this, we ſwore our aid: but in ſhort ſpace . 
It rain'd down fortune ſhuwering on your head; | 
And ſuch a flood of preatnefs fell on you— 
W hat with our help, what with the abſent king; 

And, being fed by us, you us'd us f, 
A that ungentle gnll, the cuckow's bird, 
Uſeth the ſparrow : did oppreſs our net; 
Grew by our feeding to ſo great a bulk, 
That even our love durſt not come near your fight 
For fear of ſwallowing : but with nimble wing | 
We were inforc'd, for ſafety's ſake, to fly 
Out of your ſight, and raiſe this preſent head, | 
K. Henry. "Theſe things, indeed, you have articulated, 
Proclaim'd at market-crofles, read in churches, . | 
To face the garment of rebellion, | 
And never yet did inſurrection want 
Such water-colours to impaint his cauſe ; 
Nor moody beggars ſtarving for a time 
Of pell-mell havock and confuſion 

P. Hen. In both our armies there is many a ſoul 
Shall pay full dearly for this encounter, 
Tt once they join in trial. Tell your nephew, 
The prince of Wales doth join with all the world 
In praiſe of Henry Percy.—By my bopes, 
This preſent eaterprize ſet off his head. 
I do not think, a braver gentleman, 
More aQtive-valiant, or more valiaut-young, 
More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 
To grace this latter age with noble deeds. 
For my part, I may ſpeak it to my ſhame, 
T have a truant been to chivalry ; | 
And fo, I hear, he doth account me too. 
Yet this before my father's maj-ity — 
T am content that he ſhall take the odds 
Of his great vame and eſtimati n, 
And will, to ſave the blood on either fide, 
Try f rtuce with him in a'fingle fight. 3 

K Hen. And, prince of Wales, ſo dare we venture thee, 

 Albeit, conſiderations infinite a . | 
Do make againſt it. No, yood Worceſter, no, 
We love our people well; even thoſe we love, 
That are miſled upon your couſia's part: | 
And, will they take the offer of our grace, 
Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man, 
Shall be my friend agzin, and 1'l! be his, 7 


%. 


80 


36 THE FIRST PART OF 


So tell your couſin; and bring me word 
What he will do, But if he will not yield, 
Rebuke and dread correction wait on us, : 
And they ſhall do their office. So, be gene; 
We will not now be troubled with reply: 
We offer fair, take it adviſedly. | 
We Exit Worceſter and Vernon. 
P. Hen. It will not be accepted, on my life. 
The Douglas and the Hotſpur both together 
Are confident againſt the world in arms, 
K. Her. Hence, therefore, every leader to his charge. 
For, on their anſwer, we will ſet on them : . 
And God befriend us, as our cauſe is juſt! [ Exeunt, 
h Mazent Prince Henry and Falſtaff. 
Fal. Hal, if thou ſee me down in battle and beſtride- 
me, ſo ; *tis a point of friendſhip. 
P. Hen, Nothing but a coloſſus can do thee that frien - 
ſhip. Say thy prayers, and farewell. #7 
Fal. I would it were bed-time, Hal, and all well. 
P. Hen. Why, thou oweſt heaven a death, Exit. 
Fal. Tis not due yet: I would be loth to pay him be- 
fore his day. What need | be ſo forward with him that 
calls not on me? Well? 'tis no matter, honour pricks me 
on. But how if honour prick me off, when I come on? 
how then ? Can honour ſet to a leg? no: or an arm? no; 
or take away the grief of a wound ? no : honour bath no 
kill in ſurgery then? no, What is honour? a word, 
What is that word, honour ? air. A trim. reckoning | 
Who hathit? He that died a Wedneſday. Doth he feel it? 
no. Doth he hear it? vo. Is it inſenſible then? yea, to the 
dead; but will it not live with the living? no: why? de- 
traction u ill not ſuffer it. Therefore II] none of it; honour 
is a mere ſcutcheon, and ſo ends my catechiſm. [ Exit. 
SCENE, Hotpur's camp. | 
Enter Warcefler and Sir Richard Vernon. 
Mor. O, no, my nephew muſt not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberal kind offer of the king. 
Ver. * I'were beſt he did. 
Nor. Then we are all undone, 
It is not poſſible, it cannot be, 
The king ſhould keep his word in loving us. 
Therefore, gocd couſin, let not Harty know, 
In any caſe, the offer of the king. 
Ver. Deliver, wbat you will, Pu ſay, *tis ſo. 
Here comes your cquiin. 5 
Oy IP | | Enter 
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Enter Hoiſpur and Douglas. 

Hot. My uncle is return'd. — Deliver up 
My lord of Weſtmorland, — Uncle, what news? 

Wor, The king will bid you battle prefently. - 

Doug. Defy him by the lord of Weltmoreland. 
Hot. Lord Douglas, go you and tell him ſo. 

Doug. Marry, and ſhall; and very willingly, { Ext. 

or. There's no ſeeming mercy in the king. 

Hot. Did you beg any ? God forbid ! | 

Mor. I told him gently of our grievances, 

Of his oath-breaking ; which he mended thus, 
By now forſwearing that he is forſworn. 
He calls us rebels, tra tors; and will ſcourge 
With haughty arms this bateful name in us, 

| Re-enter Douglas. | 

Doug. Arm, gentiemen, to arms! for I have thrown 
A brave defiance in king Henry's teeth, 

And Weſtmoreland, that was engag'd, did bear it ; 
Which cannot chuſe but bring him quickly on. 

Mor. The prince of Wales ſtept forth before the king, 
And, nephew, challeng'd you to fingle fight, 

Hot. O, would the quarrel lay upon our heads; 

And that no man might draw ſhort breath to-day, 
But I, and Harry Monmouth! Tell me, tell me, 
How ſhew'e his talking? ſeem'd it in contempt ? 

Vir. No, by my foul : I never in my life 
Did hear a challenge urged more modeſtly, | 
Unleſs a brother ſhould a brother dare, | 
To gentle exerciſe and proof of arms. 

He gave you all the duties of a man ; 

Trimm'd up your praiſes with a princely tongue; 
Spoke your deſervings like a' chronicle ; 
Making you ever better than his praiſe. 

And, which became him like a prince indeed, 
He made a bluſhing cital of himſelf, 

And chid bis truant youth with fuch a grace, 
As if he maſter'd there a double ſpitit, 

Of teaching, and of learning, inſtantly. 

There did he pauſe: but let me tell the world, 
IF he out- live the envy of this day, 

Ecgland did never owe fo ſweet a hope, 

So much miſconſtrued in his wantonnefe, 
Hot. Couſin, I think, thou art enamoured 
Upon his follics : _ | | 

But, be he as he will, yet once ere vight 


I wit 


Arm, arm with ſpeed. 


I never had triumph'd over a Scot... 
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I will embrace bim with a foldier's arm, 


That he ſhall ſhriak under my courteſy. 


Enter a Miſenger, 
MJ. My lord, here are letters for you. 
Hot. I cannot read them now.— 
O gentlemen, the time of life is ſhort ; . 
To ſpend that ſhortneſs baſcly, *twere too long, 
Tho? life did ride upon a dial's point, 
Still ending at the arrival of an bour. | 
And if we live, we live to tread on kiogs ; - 
If die, brave death, when priaces die with us! © 
| Enter another Meſſenger. . 
Mefſ. My lord, prepare; the king comes on apace.. 
| Hot, 1 thank him, that he cuts me from my tale, 
For I profeſs not talking; only thisx—— _. 
Let each man do his beſt.— And here draw I 
A ſword, whoſe temper I intend to ſtain 
With the beſt blood that | can meet withal, 
In the adventure of this perilous day. 


Sound all the lofty inſtruments of war, 
| And by that muſic let us all embrace: 


For, heaven to earth, ſome of us never ſhall B 

A ſecond time do ſuch a courteſy. 482 

| * [They embrace, then exeunts The trumpett ſound. 

Alarm to the battle, Then enter Douglas and Sir W. Blunt. 
Blunt. What is thy name, that in the battle thus 

Thou eroſſeſt me? what honour dolt thou feek 


Upon my head ? % | 


Dong Know, then, my name is Douglas; 
And 1 do haunt thee in the battle thus, _ 5 


Becauſe fome tell me that thou art a king. 


Blunt. They tell thee true. 5 
Doug. Fhe lord »f Stafford dear to-day bath bought 
Thy likeneſs; for inſtend of thee, king n 
This ſword: hath ended him; fo ſhall it thee, 
Unleſs thou yield thee as my priſoner. | 
Blunt I was not born a yielder, thou proud Scot, 
And thou ſhalt find a king that will revenge 


Lord Stafford's death. 


Fight. Blunt is flain; then enter Holſpur. 
Hot. O Douglas, hadſt thou fought at Holmedon thus, 


kia. 


Dong. Als done, all's won; here breathleſs lies the 
Hot. Where! 1 % ee 505d 00 
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Doug, 
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Doug. Herr, fy 

Hot. This, Douglas! no, I know his face full wel! : 
A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt; 
Semblably furniſhed like the king himſelf, 

Doug. Why did! thou tell me that thou wer. a king? 

Ho. Up, and away; 

Our ſoldiers ſtan i full fairly for the day. [Excun', 
Other alarms. Enter Falfiaf. 

Fal. Though I could ſcape thot-free at London, I fear 
the ſhot here; here's no ſcoring, but upon the pate, — 
Soft! who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt ? there's honour 
for you; here's no vanity I am as hot as molten lead, 
and as heavy too: heaven keep lead out of me! I need 
no more weight than mine own bowels. have led my 
raggamuffins where they are pepper'd: there's not three 
of my hundred acd fifty left alive ; and they are for the 
town's end, to beg during life. But who comes here ? 

Enter Prince Henry. 
f. Hen What, ſtand ſt thou idle here? wad me thy 
{word : 
Many a nobleman lies ſtark and ſtiff 
Under the hovfs of taunting enemies, 
Whoſe deaths are unrevenged. Lend me thy ſword. 

Fal. O Hal, I pr'ythee, give me leave to breathe a 
while. Tork Gregory never did ſuch deeds in arms, as 
I have done this day, I have paid Percy, I have made 
him ſure. 

P Hen. He ie, indeed, and "living to kill thee : I 
pr ythee, lend me thy ford. 

F. l. Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou ger'ſt not my 
{word ; but take my piſlol, if thou wilt. 

x Hen. Give it me. What, is it in the caſe? 

Fal. Ay, Hal, *us hot. There's that will ſack a city, 

[T he prince draws it out, and finds it a battle of Sack, 

P. Hen. What, is it a me to jeſt and dally now ? 

| {Throws it at him, and ex. 

Fal. Tf Percy be alive, I'll pierce him. It he do come 
in my way, ſo; if he do no, if I come in bis, willingly, . 
let bim make a carbonado of me. I like nor ſuch g. in- 
ning honour 2s, Sir Walter hath: give me life, which if 
Lean fave, fo/;* if not bonvur comes unlook'd for, and 
there's an end. [Exits 
| Enter pr: nee Henry, Hotſpur meeting him. 

Hot. If I mittiake not, thou art Harry Monmouth, 

F. Hen, Thou ſpeak'ſt as if I woald deny my. _— 
| ot. 
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Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 


P. Hen. Woy, then I fec 
A very valiant rebel of that name. 

I am the prince of Wales: and think not, Percy, 
Fo ſhare with me in glory any more, 

Two ſtars keep not their mation in one ſphere ; 
Nor can one England brook a double reign 

Of Harry Percy, and the prince of Wales. 

Hot. Nor ſhall it, Harry; for the hour is come 
To end the one of us; and would to heaven, 

Thy name in arms were now as great as mine! 

P. Hen. I'll make it greater, ere I part from thee 
And all the budding honours on thy creſt 8 
Til crop, to make a garland for my head, 490 — 

Hot. I can no longer brook thy vanities. [ Fight... 
Enter Falſtaff. | ; | 
Fal. Well ſaid, Hal! to it, Hal! —Nay, you ſhall find 


| no boy's play here, I can tell you. 


Enter Douglas, he fights with Falſtaff, who falls down as 
if he avere dead. Percy is wounded, and falls, 
Hot. O, Harry, thou haſt robb'd me of my youth : 
I better brook the loſs of brittle life, | 


Than thoſe proud titles thou haſt won of me; 


They wound my thoughts, worſe than thy ſword my fleſh : 

But thought's the ſlave of life, and life time's fool; 

And time, that takes ſurvey ot all the world, 

Muſt have a flop. O, I could propheſy, 

But that the earthy and cold hand of death 

Lies on my tongue :—No, Percy, thou art duſt, 7 

And focd foi [ Dies. 
P. Hen. For worms, brave Percy. Fare thee. well, 

great heart! . | 

Ill weav'd ambition, how much art thou ſhrunk ! 

When that this body did contain a ſpirit, 

A kingdom for it was too ſmall a bound: 

But now, two paces of the vi:cit earth 

Is room enough. This eartb, that bears thee dead, 

Bears not alive ſo ſtout a gentleman. 

Adiev, and take thy praiſe with thee to heaven ! 


Thy ignominy leep with thee in the grave, 


But not remember'd in thy epitaph ! He fees Falſiaf, 

What! old acquaintance ! could not all this fleſh 

Keep in alittle life? Pcor Jack ! farewell! 

I could have better fpai'd a better man, 

O, I ſhould have a heavy miſs of thee, 1 
| ; 
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IfT were much in love with vanity. 

Death hath not ſtruck ſo fair a deer to-day, 

Though many a dearer in this bloody fray ;— 

Imbowell'd will I ſee thee by and by; | 

Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. [Exit. 
| | Falſtaff, rifing ſlowly. 

Fal. ImbowelVd! if thou imbowel me to-day, 

I' give you leave to powder me, and eat me too to- 

morrow |! *Sblood, 'twas time to counterfeit, or that hot 

termagant Scot had paid me ſcot and lot too. Counterfeit? 

I am no counterfeit, To die, is to be a Counterfeit; for 

he is but the counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life 


of a man: but to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby 


liveth, is to be no counter feit, but the true and perfect 
image of life, indeed. The better part of valour is diſ- 
cretion; in the which better part, I have ſaved my life. 
I am afraid of this gun-powder Percy, though he be dead. 
How if he ſhould counterfeit too, and riſe ? I am afraid, 


© he would prove the better counterfeit. Therefore I'll 


make him ſure ; yea, and ÞIl ſwear, 1 kill'd him. Why 
may he not riſe as well as I? Nothing confutes me but 
eyes, and nobody ſees me. Therefore, ſirrah, with a new 
wound in your thigh, come you along with me. | 
8 | | [Takes Hotſpur on his back. 
Enter prince Henry, and Fohn of Lancaſter. 
P. Henry. 2 brother John, full bravely haſt thou 
eſh* 
Thy maiden ſword, 
Lan. But ſoft! whom have we here? 

Did not you tell me, this fat man was dead? Mt: 
P. Henty. I did; I ſaw him dead, full breathleſs and 
bleeding | 

Upon the ground. 


Art thou alive ? or is it fantaſy 
That plays upon our eye-ſight ? I pr'ythee, ſpeak ; 


We will not truſt our eyes without our ears: 
Thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt. | 
: Fal. No, that's certain ; I am not a double man ; but 
if 1 am not Jack Falſtf, then J am a Jack. There is 
Percy [Throwing the body doxwn] ; if your father will do 
me any honour, ſo; if not, let him kill the next Percy 
himſelf. I look either to be earl or duke, I can aſſure you. 
FP. Henry. Why, Percy I kill'd myſelf and ſaw thee dead. 
Fal. Did'ſt thou? Lord, lord, how the world is given 
to lying | I grant you, I was down, and out of breath, _ 
Hh ; 0 


As a nobleman ſhoulc do. 
-The trumpets found. Enter king Henry, prince of Wales, lord 


42 THE FIRST PART OF, &c: 


fo was he: but we roſe both at an inſtant, and foughta 
long hour by Shtewſhury clock. If I may be believed, 
ſo; if not, let them that ſhould reward valour, bear the 
ſin upon their own heads. III take it on my death I 
gave him this wound in the thigk: if the man were a- 
live, and would deny it, I would make him eat a piece 


of my ſword. 


Lan This is the ſtrangeſt tale that &er I heard. 
P. Henry. This is a ſtrange fellow, brother John, 


Come bring your luggage nobl) on your back: 


For my part, if alie will do thee grace, 
I'll gild it with the happieſt terms I have, | 

WOE [A retreat is ſounded, 
The trumpets ſound retreat, the day is ours, 


Come, brother, let's to the higheſt of the: field, 


To ſee what friends are living, who are dead. [ Zæeunt. 
Fal. TI follow, as they ſay, for reward. He hat re- 


-wards me, heaven reward him ! If I do grow great, I'll 


grow leſs ; for I'll purge, and leave ſack, and live cleanly, 
| | Exeunt, 


Fohn of Lancaſter, earl of Weſtmoreland, with Worceſter 
. and Fernon priſoners, | 
K. Hen. Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke, * 
IIl- ſpirited Worceſter ! did we not ſend grace, 
Pardon, and terms of love to all df you? 


And would'ſt thou turn our offers contrary ? 


Wer. What I have done, my ſafety urg*d me to; 
And I embrace this fortune patiently, 
Since not to be avoided it falls on me. 
K. Hen. Bear Worceſter to the death, and Vernon too. 
Other offenders we will-pauſe upon.— 
[Exeunt Worceſter and Vernon, guarded. 
Rebellion in this land ſhall toſe his ſway, | 


Meeting the check of ſuch another day: 


And fince this bufineſs fo far fair is done, 


Let us not leave, till all our own be won. [ Exeunt omnes. 


Fay 


E RRAT UM. 


la page 18, the ſecond line is tranſpoſed ; and ſhould 
come in after the firſt ſpeech of Fa/faff, which end: 
with, “ ſceming ſo.“ = 


m a> ew 2 —— — id REED. 


„— a. 


— 


n EY 


% 
y 4 
{ 


% m — —— — 2 —— — 
1 


— — — 


. . > 
CS oy > ——.. ee CD eee ——— .. 


